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David Lohrey 


Happy Birthday 


Many years ago, my mother decided I was queer. 

She never asked me. When I was 15, she told me 

not to read D. H. Lawrence because he was homo. 

On my 37th birthday, she gave me a novel by Gore Vidal. 
Some years later, I got one by Armistead Maupin. 


My mother hates queers. She told me so. 

She asked me once if I knew what a homo was. I told her yes. 
She said, “A homo is a man who loves another man 

the same way as a real man loves a woman.” I said oh. 

For my 42nd, she gave me Edith Wharton. 


Something about me reminds her of patrician women. 

My mother was always interested in what other people do in bed. 
She spoke about men with whom women could relax. 

A real man should make a woman feel alive. It’s all about 

being made to do what one doesn’t want to. 

Real men are predators; they make women feel threatened. 

“If you were a real man, women wouldn’t feel safe around you. 
Remember that.” 


The year my father died, my mother was 71. 

She called to say she wanted to be 17. 

She was determined to be taken advantage of. 

She started going to the local bars. 

She found the Mexican men attractive. 

She liked that one of them stuck his tongue down her throat. 
She didn’t want anyone to say she was old. 


My mother bought a gray convertible. 
When I objected, she called me a pansy. 
She needed a place to fuck. 

She hated me for telling her to be careful. 
She hung up when I objected. 


She called to say she felt lonely. Why not stay the weekend? 
When my wife and I arrived, she talked incessantly 
of a new girlfriend who wanted to go down on her. 


It thrilled her to tell us. She’d invited the girlfriend 
to move right in. We’d better go to a motel. 


A few months later, she kicked her out. 

She came home to find a total stranger sitting 

in her living room on her sofa. Her new girlfriend 

Had invited in the neighbor. That was her mistake. 

My mother doesn’t like surprises. She didn’t want visitors. 


The next week, the police tried to stop her for speeding. 
She drove her new car into a retaining wall on the freeway. 
Her Prius was totaled. 

Her new boyfriend with the tongue stole her money. 

He sent his wife over to help clean her house. She boosted 
mother’s silk scarf and tried to take her mink coat. 


My mother is 80. For her birthday 

I gave her a pack of leak-proof condoms. 

She and Mario preferred to make love poolside. 
I thought she might like to stay protected 

if they fell from the patio into the water. 


Thank God, she no longer drives. 

She thinks she’s 18, but she’s been grounded. 

She lost her driver’s license but kept her DUI. 

She still thinks I’m an old queen. She misses men. 
She wants one to come over and knock her teeth out. 


The Rubble of Cant 


Letter to the Editor, 


Iam writing in response to the press conference 

held yesterday afternoon by Chief of Police McDonough 

of the Omaha Police Department. He made a series 

of less than satisfactory statements in response to questions 
from the press and from the distressed public about 

the investigation into the murder of Lesley Ann Bower, 

the 8th grade school teacher in Neeler County, whose body 
was found in Bryant Park. 


These responses are summarized in brief. 


I wish I could, 

but, 

at this time, 

ladies and gentlemen, 


I can't answer that question, not today. 
We can’t release that information. 

We can’t ignore protocol. 

I can't agree with that. 


I wish I could, 

but, 

at this time, 

ladies and gentlemen, 


I can't explain further. 
Ican’t say anything more. 

I can't say for sure. 

I can't confirm or deny that. 


I wish I could, 

but, 

at this time, 

ladies and gentlemen, 


The coroner says he can’t. 
The mayor says he can't. 
The mother says she can't. 
The school says it can’t. 


I wish I could, 

but, 

at this time, 

ladies and gentlemen, 


The hospital can’t, no. 

The doctors can’t, not now. 

The neighbors can’t, that’s for sure. 
The girlfriend can’t. 


I wish I could, 

but, 

at this time, 

ladies and gentlemen, 


This investigation is ongoing. 

We are following standard procedure. 
Who's to say? 

That's prohibited. 


Our investigation has just started. 
We'll let you know. 

Now, if I may be excused, 

Ihave to get back to the station. 
Thank you.” 


I wish to add my name and voice to the chorus of outraged citizens who are 
appalled 
by the indifference to human tragedy expressed by the Chief of Police. 


When will the police respond to questions? 

What information is the President hiding? 

Why will the government not answer our questions? 

How much longer will the Congressman refuse to answer? 


Chief McDonough, answer our questions! 
President Trump, tell us what happened! 
Secretary Clinton, release your emails! 
Mr. Putin, have you no decency? 

Prime Minister, have you no conscience? 


Signed, 


Millie Cole, retired nurse, Neeler County Hospital 


from Our Secret Handshake 


a storm without its mask 


for once 














bark at my moon 
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Nicholas Bon 
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<- lungs & cement & imperfect bodies -> 
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Annabelle Ballard 


To a Cuckoo Feminist 


Every conversation 
we have these days, 
you transfer bones from 
one graveyard 

to another. 
T hate the way 
you 
trot out the past, it rat 

tles like milk teeth. 


You skim a measuring tape 
under my breasts 
they still tickle 


when I leave in your unwanted dress. 
To you, 
I’m slice of prized pelvic bone 
- snapped at the end 
of a family meal. The future 
scat 
tered - like knucklebones 
shattered 
the cracked plate between your legs. 


Marinating under the covers - 
at least I have the guts to lie in my own bed. 
Lamplight pours over sister’s sketch: 


Silhouette in green dress 
Pinching potato chip — 2015. 
Crayon on butcher's paper. 
Price on enquiry. 


Baby, I bounce like Crayola eyes 
sucker each socket, peel 
away scales where 
anybody 
else’s lips better be. I used to whisper tinder tales 
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praying we could become equals. 
Instead I got teeth in my box 


cause all the best snap-stories 
are about robots. 
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Mariana Rodriguez 
Katharsis 


A country has died 

The dead come without warning 
As a wild wind 

Pitiable and fearful 


A country has died by the hands of my brother 

And mourning covers the face of my father 

The mask of the pain hides the face of my mother 
And yet, I feel alone in the middle of the family grief. 


It wasn’t his fault 
The country was crossing the highway slowly 
My brother was distractedly singing one old song that 
we used to like so much 


so much... 
We only heard a muffled sound 
When we realized, the little country was under the tire 
My brother and I got out of the car 
But it was so late 
—I wish this country had a birth mark! 

He said 
Just to 


know what country it was. 

—Don’t be foolish! Countries don’t have scars. 
He looked at me, he knew I was right. 

There was nothing we could do 

His chest was broken 

There was blood all over the road. 


We took the corpse and put it in the trunk 

We knew mom and dad would be very upset with us 
We promised to clean the whole mess 

But the damage was already done 


Today, I tell myself that my brother was the silent murderer 


That everything was an accident 
That country looked very old 
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I don’t want to accept that it was also my fault 
I wanted to go to the lake 
It was a beautiful day, the sun was over us 
We were just singing our favorite song 
The one that 
we used to like so much. 
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Gustave Morin 


Fragments from Chthonic Youth 
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The economy 
sugarcoats 


Our 
extinction 
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IN THE CITY OF LIGHT 


River of silence that flows 
through the city. Of 

quiet embers that tell 

me I’ve known. Deer 


slip through the bran- 
ches, & a dove flutters 
in the light. River of 
darkness that has no 


name. Of dream frag- 
ments, & a place of no 
thought. I gather 

my life up from these 


pieces. Are you still here? 
In a city that encloses 

the crows with distant 
eyes. In a dream I had 


in waking. Is it true? 
River of mist that floats 
just beyond our reach. 
Of elms that hang over 


gravestones. I sit still, 
patient for a magnanimous 
mood. For the waters 

that snake in the night. 


River of waking, an 
entranceway of light. 
This lucence I had 
known, the hypnotic 


waves. Take us to 
the current's pull. 
In solitude that en- 
closes us, emerge. 
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Seth Howard 


A RIVER RUNS ACROSS 


Quiet intimacy, in the 
mornings that disrobe 
before me. Silent 

prophets who appear. 


A river runs across 
my room, & I listen 
for what silence 

conveys. I who still 


believe, & sense 
the world is real. 
Where ever will 
they find us, we 


who live the full range 
of existence? A 
greenish ember. 

She washes by the 


waters. Schizo- 
phrenic limb that 
ratchets down. 
We who live pain- 


fully awake. & 
carry with us a 
weight, that is 
suddenly lighter. 
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UPON THE RIVERLIGHT 


The day opens a pale flower. 
We gather our things, 
leaving for somewhere 

far. Mornings return 


us to a place of silence. 

A river runs through darkness, 
& on its waters float 

lanterns. Whenever we 


will live again & be reborn. 
A quiet light drifts upon 
stillness. You say hi to 

a girl with an eyepatch. 


Whenever we will let 
go of our pasts, of these 
lingering trials. Words 
unspoken in the even- 


ing air, but a certain 
empathy. She opens 
her fan, & we listen 
for a signal, or a pulse. 


Ancient light across 
the river. We exist 

in the silences that 
guide us in the night. 
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IN THE SLEEPY VILLAGE 


Patient for a moment 
when it comes. Our 
day drifts somewhere 
slightly out of reach. 


You draw it back. 
Lucence on the waters, 
a quiet swell, or a 
breath, leaving this 


place. I remember her 
eyes in the half-light. 
To settle back in the 
sleepy village. Patient 


for a moment when 
it comes. & we are 
whole again, as 

we always have been. 


What synergies do 

we find in this stillness? 
To wake some in 

this late morning. 


Draw it back until 
you recognize the 
scent. Days in 

the city, delirium. 


64 


THE MISSING PERSON 


Fragments of presence 
scattered at our feet. 
I look up. The sky is 
lucid, & evening long. 


In the quiet mornings you 
came to me. Coffee 

black, & the serene in-between. 
Do we keep on waiting? 


A searchlight in the fog. 
Sirens screech across the 
waves, & she is near me, 
huddled under a blanket. 


Never sure when the 
end would come. Snows 
drift over the wharf, 

& the search goes on. 


Hot coffee warms us 
some, & a memory is 
kept alive. We wait, 

& the snow falls maj- 


estic. In mornings 

we came to know this 
silence. It was too 
long a journey home. 
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WHO WILL SEARCH FOR US 


Stillness, & repose. 
We who live so 
far, somewhere in 
the distant north. 


Those who come 
to search. Who 

climb mountains, 
histories of glass. 


We who sit where 
silence drips, live 

beyond the world 
of cares. What is 


called a home for 
us, the drifters, 
the students of 
jade, & oblivion? 


So, we travel back 
to our beginnings. 
Our tracks form 
ellipses in the grass. 


Day opens for us 
its frail blossoms, 
our footprints 

are sealed in jars. 


Who will search 
for us, at the zen- 
ith of our lives? 
Where the mists 


slip into the past. 
Who will speak, 
when the world 
is set on silence? 
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Raymond Farr 
Hurdling the Grave of Each Moment 


The obvious gambit is 
Almost always the wrong gambit 


& the wrong gambit is only a shadow 
We follow out of the deep grass 


& onto the cunning blank page 
The luck of too many rabbits 


Like the meaning of something I was 
Supposed to have found written there— 


This clotted eye shaping itself to 
The perfect shape of the world! 


& while dreamers are 
Dreamers only while hurdling 


The grave of each moment 
Each moment is a corpse, waking 


Mid-autopsy— & so I hesitate— 
What else can I do? 


The Bees 


There are 
Five or six 


Or seven bees 
Still left on 


The corpse 
In the window 


& Iam the 
Quintessential 
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Existential 
American 


Movie hero— 
The strong 


Silent type— 
Bruce Willis 


I guess 
Sly Stalone... 


I don’t know... 
I walk over 


To the corpse 
In the window 


I throw 
Open 


The curtains 
& shoo 


Away the 
Evil bees 


& So He Sometimes Failed to Act Definitively 


& because Johnny 
Was in the basement 


& no one ever touched him 
He sang “the pump don’t work ‘cause 


The vandals took the handle” 
& this made him powerful & strange 


& because this strangeness 
Was strange to him & didn’t always 
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Become him & though poetry 
Was a better teacher to him than death 


Or the false teacher of his shame 
& because he wasn’t just 


Another dumb guy named Buzz 
Or Wally or Jack —but a lyric poet 


Throwing the burning flower 
Of his words into the void— 


He sometimes failed 
To act definitively 


Our Next Move 
After seeing 


Apocalypse Now 
Last night I dreamt a tiger 
Stalked me from room to room—a god in an empty house! 


& I woke up screaming. & when I tell him this, Noah only 
Moans, “The horror, the horror!” mocking me with his impatience. 


But the gesture has only a poem’s venal audacity, & I’m so exhausted — 
A digitally re-mastered version of the self as hoax. 


& there’s this illusion of a single Vietnamese 
Face floating somewhere in the crowd just several heads behind us. 


“But if the point is never get out of the fucking boat...,” says Noah— 
The crowd herding itself out into the exaggerated emptiness— 


& into the vertigo of lights & traffic—of murderers murdering 
Murderers— “Then what's our next move?” 
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Remembering Perspectives on the Pleasures of Excess 
1: 
I see 2 heads 
Saying nothing 


& there is no 
Heart-blinding life 


Of the purely figurative! 
No mirrored bells 


In the bright afternoon! 
Just a jolly rancher’s 


Best last laugh 
At shucks, I so thought 


I would say it 
Just a blank circle 


Where dialogue should go 
But no dialogue! 


Just 60 white hens 
Scattered on a highway 


Construction site 
It’s how music— 


The 9 broken feet 
Of our waltzing — 


Becomes the crux 
The 


Of a concept 
We abandon 


While dancing — 
One leg for 


The end of 
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The world! 
De 

3 days we 

Watched 


The silent movie 
Of the earth 


No music 
To burden us 


Only the same 
Black & final 


Word scrawled 
Across the green 


& white fences 
Of the lives 


We claimed 
The stars like 


An audience 
Moved slowly 


Away from us— 
Dry stones lining 


The grey dusk 
3daysa dark 


Face hid its 
Strange teeth 


In the bright 
Shadow of 


The moon 
3 days 


The drab 
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Bungalows 


Shone with 
Our absence 


Enigmatic 


1. 
the last 
time 
Isaw 
Giselle 
she was 
reaching 
for the 
Pepsi can 
that had been 
sweating on 
the night 
stand 
2 hours— 


the single 
word 
Enigmatic 
scrawled on 
the bosom 
of her 
t-shirt 


a storm 
cloud 
with 
a sexy 

lightning 
bolt 
etched 
into 
theEin 
Enigmatic 
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2. 
&now 
Tam 
nothing— 


just a 
shadow 
in the small 
enclosure 
where 
the dog’s 
been 
asleep 
in the 
sunlight— 


its head 
raised 
apprehending 
the sky 


3. 
Ihave 
left 
the door 
open 
& wind 
is a broom 
now 
sweeping 
the light 
of tomorrow 
into 
the house 


It is 
autumn 
€ lam 
60 


I leave 


papers 


down 
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for the pups 
& freshen 
their 
bowls 


I want 
to paint 
everything 
the dog 
lying 
all day 
in the 
sunlight 
sees 


but I 
convulse 
looking 
into 
its eyes 


4. 
& suddenly 
Im 
thinking 


how 
calling 
Giselle 
my muse 
would 
be like 
calling 
the tiny 
mouse 
living 
in my 
scrotum 
father 
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Sanjeev Sethi 
At Random 
® 


If eyes are slit, it doesn’t mean one can’t see. 
Balladmonger too has right to enter rink of 

the well-heeled. Combating antinomes ensures 
growth. Laughter reduces sexual fever. Any- 
one interested in intendment of omnishambles? 
Moral compass has no place in topsy-turviness. 


(2) 


There is comfort in familiarity of walls. They 
have been with me for thirty years, longer than 
my lovers. They have altered their incrust, not 
feelings. Mure is like peeps in a pic: as good 

as you want them to be. 


Evaluations 


Choices are forged by deficits in other kinships. 
Hear yourself, astucious hearken their heart as 
ratiocination fabricates wraps in weft of telluric 
nods. Assuetude prods me to connect with a lot 
of layouts to grok homes are inside us. Smooth 
communication moonlights to eclipse mishaps. 
In laughter I unmask poorly lit trials. Marigolds 
lose their everydayness in sullied landscapes. 
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Resolution 


Poltergeists in my mind are more menacing 
than any inhabiting earthbound spaces. I 
wish I could indite about silky evenings in 
exquisite settings but the belt is blighted. To 
be in sync with oneself or to key in for smiles 
of loved ones? Ickiness is hard to erase: isn’t 
new or nameless. Hymn at the etape is to 
trudge vexatious terrain eager to seal it. 


Master Plan 


Sans levee one superintends freshets. 
Growing up is gratuity without a John 
Hancock. With run-down moiety new 
moons rise. Some lunes go on without 
desinence. Amid the mediocrity of my 
medley I meet my cruciform by aiding 
others reach order in their vacuities. 
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Michael Minassian 
EMPTY FRAMES 


Strolling through 
the museum we gawked 
at the empty frames 


hanging on the walls, 
even the exhibition 
labels gone. 


In the sculpture garden 
muddy footprints led away 
from broken pedestals. 


The windows glazed with rain 
could not fill in the blanks 
even though I approached 


them from many angles. 
“The empty frames will remain 
that way,” the curator told me, 


“until all the stolen paintings 
are returned, and the statues 
from the garden welded back 


on their bases, the cards 
typed and replaced in their holders 
and the glass cases filled.” 


It was then that Inoticed 
she was naked, wearing only 
an empty lanyard 


swinging slightly 
between her breasts 
as she walked down the corridor, 


her reflection bouncing 


off the polished tiles 
until she disappeared 


77 


into the wing of the gallery 
next door, her bare feet 
noiseless on the cold marble floor 


MUSEUM EXHIBIT 


Birds are the ancestors of dinosaurs — 
or isit the other way around? 


feathers and a long 
corridor from the past — 
like a puff of smoke 
a cloud appears against 


a sea-green wall: 
this before the invention 
of the photograph — 


images emerge from the ceiling: 
flying lizards, toads, a recipe 
for witches’ brew, 


three Scottish maidens 
combing hair, feasting 


on a pilot’s thumb 


a diorama of ahuman heart 
still beating long after dark. 
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Andrew K. Peterson 
You'll Know When You Get There 


what does the journey teach 
the question of 

what does satori shroud 

the question of 


what did i forget to pack 
the question of 


universal consciousness 
a loud fart inna breadbasket 
bigger than 
a breadbasket 


space between whoever they are, wherever 
they need to go and who they do go with 
the worm moon bells make sad watchers sew 
dog-eyed corsages to dance partners’ wrists 
mid-hoedown while puddles ring doseydows 


the price tag strung to a stringless harp 


melodies still lift in silent offering 
there’s no question of that :: the melodies 

still lift no question of 

LOKA realm or abode 


Poem for a Disappearing Roommate 
for Nathan Child 


The mad old monk has abandoned 

Your star that looks like a poker game 
One prong on its lock turns white 

Lone rock on the lawn boo forever 

You're so beautiful it’s starting to rain 

in the Appalachians, we plant a champion 
living tomb, in the soon green ground 
The sum, for mouths, of these wishes 


79 


You don’t need to see anything out 

to seek anything out of the ordinary. 

Today is not an attempt at misrepresentation. 
Anchors must still be built with skill. 

Nobody just doing things where they’re going 
who knows they’re not where they are. 
Mountains belong to people who love them. 
That you’ve succeeded in putting them there. 


Here’s to embarrassment even lonelier than snow 
When dawn dawns on me and on 

dreams of the ottoman cloud empire’s incline 
should I call today loneliness, lucidity or 

black roses for a blue lady fancy pants 

The word I forgot just now — yes 

With joist the truth of endless articulation 
Knocked back to the zipper of the shadows 


if you try fighting magic with logic 

a beautiful thing spreads beauty all around 
if you risk facing your captors alone 

a friend comes over to the house, 

if you think a page’s the disguise 

a mountain is banjo muscle, nothing but 
oceans beyond us the distance you imagine 
if you decide it’s too risky, turn 


from the bridge which is seldom free. 

leaves, all the dirt in the furrows, 

the river of song: seek them for 

the question. Still with some unforeseeable break 
in the frost of the last chrysanthemum 

for its own sake, for going on 

a suit put down to the ground, 

a favor for which to be forever 


Hormone 
a costume swirls 


kittens yawn and attack 
cinema dipped tide 
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scheming with city heat 
brawling 


hinged sores moan 
smoked amber + black fig 
across this winter skid 
dissolves, 

wisp erred 
an as yet not 
co-authored milk asleep on 
midnight's 
achromatic knife 


star-encrusted shell 
glissando 
slow gull 


Gold in Skeleton 


chord orchid 
‘s lone skid 
in orchard cherried 
suffers of thought — 
o curl 
my yurt for 
a honeycomb 
intuit — 


a force devoured 
meat of cold rain 
struggling the rippled- 
out lightning twist 

along the mystic 
in 6/8 time steeps 


what i forget 

moves the sun 
above your hospice 
gives through 
snow’s skylight melt 
its grace, grace 
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ithank to know 

thank the thanks 

the goodbyes 

the have-been-knowns 


Never Be Royals 


The road from Providence is lit with many perils 
Bouncing oceans, burning from new moons 

Old stars mixing with snow and indiscreet 

Leaning, my faulty debutante flair, pale and fault- 

Less loose roost and more abandoned rope 

Of the snake lady, her diamonds bright fires 

In marshmallow clover bustling fancy 

Free among trifles reefs glistening 

Riffs Lou Reed Stole i.e. The Black Angel's Death Song 
From Getz and Gilberto Vivo Sohando 

Countering faults with offerings 

The road to Providence is lit with petty morals 

At the limit this too timid limb Priestess 

Who knows no compromise, the skull and rose 

Are equals, line august roads along these low low lands 


Revelation 
“Thad a thought that I could change” — Doug + Jean Carn 


Ok here comes grief 
winter, the metaphor, 
fails , egg-hued 
mulberry and brown 


Winter, the distant bodied 
wolf's claw blue 


displaced, fails 


& did feel regret, 
& did burn 


82 


sweetgrass, salt sage 
As an asking 


The birch shell upfalling 
through cloud-sheaths 
welled upon the rainblown sea 


Cutting through attachments 
a whirlwind’s impossible hymn — 


The silence inside me 

is named Unfolds 
from a wreathed galaxy 
poppied to the take : 


touch-chosen 
laughing 
kelp ring 
in the teeth of a rose-bladed rudder 
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Hugh Behm-Steinberg 


From an end is the towards to 


By picking and when doing it can’t start being 
like a plant you knotted when it was young it 
grows up with a knot so it takes longer to think. 


They line them up and make them apologize. 
Being plastic they’re too permanent to feel 
sorry to get buried to release you, lids, parts 


do what you love you have to keep doing 


your war keeps replacing your other war, keeps 
replacing your house with another war your kids 
play with green army men they’re all you 


Has coming out of become the world around her 
so cornered the bare limbs radial and splintering 
a cathedral in every pocket just in case a bird 


needs to live it up on you they can so it’s great 

it’s going to be so great it’s going to keep on going 

when there are no policies. You’re on the coast 

trim your reeds even the custodians think about planting 
tables you know they do that in Canada overturning with all 


the dioramas you want to look you want to look at them all 


you want to keep looking at them all. 
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The finished knowing them, the dark none of us 
the slanting shallows, the business of circuits 
spinning harder don’t leap from experience 


into the safer ghost, the safer ghost, the safer ghost. 


The central point where both hurt. The field 
over time the longstanding cooling the perfect 
building that is perfect because 


it doesn’t have a door so you don’t have to 
leave you don’t want to leave. Some of that 
is shooting some of that is just going by. 


Using the money to mouse on that feeling. 


Sit in a warm room now words come out how 
will you feed them; they’re venerable in their 
unravelings. Keeping track of weather stowed 


away some advice is to forget gravity good 
forces orbits recorded all the same it’s harder 
of course it’s harder it keeps getting harder 


every day is the it of burning, is an aide to 


it might hurt you even more you need a mouse 
to bite through the mice don’t work for you. 
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J.J. Campbell 
contempt 


hello 

to the 
beautiful 
woman 
that just 
walked 
in 


you 
almost 
cracked 
a smile 
when 
you 
looked 
at me 


that’s 

the kind 

of contempt 
that tells 
me i'm 

in love 
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wasted countless years 


ithink ofthe 
abused child 
still trapped 
inside of me 


ihave wasted 
countless years 
playing what if 


it never turns 
out any better 


that’s the 
saddest line 
of them all 
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Demosthenes Agrafiotis 
Japanese Variations 
caw, caw 
early in the morning 


is Tokyo waking up? 


by the grace of moon 


emergency exit. 


white bodies 
brown nipples 


young people lather up 


twisting and turning 
sweat, sweat 


ah! Japanese bath houses! 
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lost 
by the difference 


lost 
to the difference 


white, bleached-white 
beyond, difference 
beyond beyond, differance 
similarity 


universal? 


Translated by Angelos Sakkis 
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Jim Leftwich 


Some Notes, Expositions, & Other Things on Works by John M. Bennett 


NO BOY 
by John M. Bennett 
Laughing Bear Press, 1985 


The first time I visited John's house, during the 2002 Avant Writing 
Symposium, he took me upstairs to his office and the first thing I remember 
seeing was a small banner or a bumper sticker on the wall that said I'M AN 
ANARCHIST AND I VOTE. A few months earlier George W. Bush had given 
the commencement address at The Ohio State University, where the Avant 
Writing Symposium was being held, and where John was employed as 
founding curator of the avant writing archival collection. Some of the 
graduating students were less than thrilled by the presence of Mr. Bush. They 
threatened to turn their backs on him while he spoke. The university in turn 
threatened to deny them their diplomas. On the day of Bush's address there 
were snipers positioned on the roofs of buildings near the stadium where he 
was speaking. It was less than a year after 9/11. The days were strange and 
getting stranger. 


Today it is 16 years later, and I am reading a chapbook that was published 17 
years earlier, in 1985. The book is entitled NO BOY and it was published in 
Denver by Laughing Bear Press, 33 years ago. 33 years before that Jack Kerouac 
was in Denver, hanging out at El Chapultepec bar (named after a large park in 
Mexico City, the ancient seat of Aztec emperors), listening to jazz. He and his 
friends would get high in the parking lot, then go in and listen. There was 
never a cover, and you didn't have to buy anything. It was perfect for Kerouac 
and his friends: just the kind of entertainment they liked, and also the kind 
they could afford. 


When I think of folks announcing that they vote I usually think of slogans like 
I'M THE NRA AND I VOTE or I'M THE MORAL MAJORITY AND I VOTE or 
I'M PRO-LIFE AND I VOTE, right-wing threats to any reasonable notion of 
why democracy in general and electoral politics in particular might be 
important. The slogan I'M AN ANARCHIST AND I VOTE is a mockery of the 
usual jingoist assertions. One way of thinking about anarchism is to imagine it 
as a logical extension of the idea of participatory democracy. 


I think of No Boy as an anarchic spirit, quite likely one with a strong streak of 
Beat rebelliousness in his background. The first poem in the NO BOY chapbook 
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reads, in its entirety, as follows: 


Exit 


Hat on skull 
hand on belt 
shoe rising over the sill 


Hooray! No Boy escapes, out the window and into the world. The second 
poem in this adventure introduces us to Yes-Boy ("Yes-Boy Looks For No"). 
Yes-Boy is sitting in a parked car, watching No Boy on a fire escape. Yes-Boy 
gets off from work and watches No Boy "chainsaw a mattress" on TV. In the 
last stanza Yes-Boy is opening his car door, "standing in the clear cold wind". 
That clear cold wind might be anywhere: Columbus, Ohio; Lowell, 
Massachusetts; New York City; Denver; Chicago; St. Louis; Roanoke, Virginia. 
Wherever it is, it isn't far from The Road. 


No Boy digs a hole in the yard and finds a stone. 
He goes into a grocery store in a trance, looks out a window at a cloudless sky. 


In poem five (of seventeen total in this chapbook), he murders the boss. 
I/ was standing on the highway with bits of / siding between my teeth 
he was / standing in the driveway with the / carburning thoughts behind him 


shrinking up his nose he / hears the phone ringing at the office the 
terminals droning in the sudden silence 


In poem six he is dressed as "The Preest". He saw pulsing foreheads strewn on 
a / parkinglot. "My hands are mirrors" he said to the dawn / and wriggled his 
fingers in front of his eyes. 


In the poem entitled No Boy, the character No Boy is wandering through the 
nightmarish hallucination of Columbus: 


I walked behind the empty discount store saw 
a rusty trashburner, a bin of 

flaking tires, a giant compactor with 

GOD and REFUSE COLUMBUS on the side I 


91 


stared out atthe ragged woods behind the place, 

heaps of rubble, splintered trees and 

thought of shopping carts stuffed with 

lawnmower wheels buried beneath the mud where I stood 


I tried to leave, my feet were stuck... 


That is exactly how I remember 1985. I was in San Francisco. Reagan was in 
The White House. Our government was in Central America, trading guns for 
cocaine, fighting against freedom, justice and human dignity. I don't know 
how any of us survived the 1980s. 


"Ripening of Meat" is the next poem: 


He opens the door a 

car screeches away in the street he 
picks up some wrappings and 

walks to a bare spot behind the garage 
"What's it say?" he thinks, 

staring at the reeking signs and blotches 


He is reading the trash as if doing so is a method of divination. There have 
been times in my life when I have been certain that reading the trash is a 
method of divination. I knew how to do it, and I did it on a daily basis. What's 
it say, we say, asking the trash itself, asking the world, the cosmos, asking 
ourselves. At first we are surprised when we get an answer. Later, we don't 
even need to ask. Eventually, the trash is asking us. We write poems to help the 
world understand itself. 


So many of these lines end where you would least expect them to. They often 
end with prepositions, articles, and pronouns. I imagine Robert Creeley 
reading them, with a full stop at the end of each line. There is a nice, noisy, 
disjunctive music in what I hear. Drive, he said. No-Boy wakes up with chicken 
intestines in his mouth. I see a thick black word pushing out its mouth, shiny 
from the light behind me. His feet are wet his hands are burnt. 


Poem #13 is entitled "No Sax": 


No Sax 
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He was jerking the giblet bag out of the 

chicken he was blowing into the 

neckhole he was thinking it was a 

saxophone, sqwakings blast past flapping shreds of skin; 
cloud of scissors floats around his feet a 

sound no sound is hissing through his ears 

"It's the note, the note" he says 

pulsing his fingers on the glistening back 


I think of late Coltrane, Interstellar Space, of Albert Ayler playing marches and 
spirituals, of Frank Wright in Europe, of Brotzmann's "Machine Gun". It's the 
note, the note. Pharoah Sanders, The Healing Song. Coltrane, A Love Supreme. 
Ayler, Music Is The Healing Force of The Universe. It's the middle of the 1980s. 
The Cold War is at its worst. We march from one end of the city to the other to 
protest mutually assured destruction. As if anyone is listening... The whole 
world is not watching. Margaret Thatcher is telling us, there is no alternative. 
The unions have been busted and the bullshit that is Reaganomics is just 
beginning to trickle down onto our heads. Why shouldn't we be thinking of 
Captain Beefheart, Big Eyed Beans From Venus?... Mister Zoot Horn Rollo, hit 
that long (lunar, looming, leaning) note, and let it float. (Note at Home Page 
Replica -- many people argue for looming or leaning or something else here, 
but since Bill Harkleroad's book about the Magic Band is called "Lunar Notes", 
it's a safe guess to assume the correct phrase is "lunar".) 


from "Dying No-Boy" 


He's yawning, wishing for sleep, to 

drift above the parkinglot, his 

skin surrounded by another's skin 
undulating slowly in the thick tongues of air 


from "Night Shopping" 
The parkinglot the 
wall of light a 


few dark heads drift above the 
glinting carroofs 
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Of the seventeen poems here at least eleven mention either parkinglots, cars, 
highways, or streets, and several mention more than one of those things. So, 
what is this book about? A guy who hates the 80s, the American death- 
machine of the 1980s, who feels trapped in the American death-trap of the 
midwest, of Columbus, Ohio, a microcosm of Death Incorporated, middle- 
American style, who wants desperately to escape, who dreams of being on the 
road to anywhere but where he is, but whose cars are stuck in parking lots. His 
brain is filled with big, surrealist ideas. He wants to Be... An-Ar-Key, but 
instead he's doing some late-night shopping, searching through the discount 
store, passing walls of clocks guns wigs antiperspirants. 


On the lake, No Boy stands with his hammer in his pants [...] he cocks back his 
hammer and whips it over the waves [...] he closes his eyes and he's in the 


basement in front of a puddle, sees in it 
nails clotted with linty cobwebs and the 

toe of his greasy shoe, he lies down next to it 
puts his cheek on the cool still edge 
"hundreds of hats" he sees "They're 

floating on the peak of the lake" 


And No Boy is floating with them. And we, for an hour or two, have been 


floating with him. The ghost of Margaret Thatcher can go fuck itself. There has 
always been an alternative. 


03.03.2018 





Postscript 
email between Bennett and Leftwich, 03.03.2018 


JMB: jim, this is very moving, reading this; you make the book seem vivid and 
real, a book i haven't looked at in years, it's like opening a door 


No Boy is what I was trying to write when i wrote Found Objects, that early book 
from 1973 (do you have a copy?) 


Thanks for bringing no boy back to me 
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o void o void o void, 
john 


JL: the 80s were difficult for me, were difficult for a lot of us i think. by 1986 i 
had pretty much had enough. then i met Sue and she kind of kept me going for 
a few years when i'm really not sure what might have happened without her. 
No Boy is a great 1980s American book of poems. No Boy the character is too 
fiercely imaginative to be entirely despondent. 


there was a song in the early 80s, you might remember it, by a group called PIL 
(Public Image Ltd), which was led by the former front man for the Sex Pistols, 
John Lydon/Johnny Rotten. part of the chorus was "anger is an energy". it was 
a notion worth knowing back then, for better and for worse. 


reading No Boy allowed me to write about some things that i probably 
wouldn't have gotten around to writing about while reading, for example, 
rOlling COMBers. or any of your most recent books. 

i like the book, enjoyed reading it last night, and appreciate the things it gave 
me to think about. 


i haven't seen Found Objects, and of course i would love to see it. 


JMB: will have to get you a copy, i think i still have a few 


no: wait, Found Objects was the book of cutup/collage poems in a box - of that i 
have no copies. (my memory is overwhelmed) I was thinking of WHITE 
SCREEN, 1976 - has series of poems about highways and shopping centers, and 
such. Do you have that one? It's sort of squarish, softbound, b/w illus. on cover. 
i may have copies of it 


yeah, the 1980's: i still had a lot of anger then - from a divorce, from loosing 
professor job (which turned out to be a good thing in the long run, long story), 
etc. but it was also the time i got together with cathy, which was wonderful, 


and still is 


I don't remember that song, tho i did listen to the Sex Pistols quite a bit. oh yes. 
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Pee Text 
by John M. Bennett 
small chapbook project, 2007 


Pee Text 


shade sol der ‚me the lightbulb fire 


yr s hunt loose b yr throat outside 

tthe sing le sha e the shotgun mist 
intent ion floating toward the b ridge lost in s 
un dulation ,cag pe nd ant gr ease 

‚time to coughing ‚lo ‚page of s cowling a 
the floor raging in at comb bus ted 

.the camper like a r inkwell fulla urine 
per drooling soldier allowed .dip the nest 
‚dropped an blanch to yr "woods" the 1 
‚sp read across ‚the sough creep ‚the buzzing 
lantern d rifts in ed ‚knocking talking 
azy sword sw stepped an f layed 

inside yr face y bloat business ,sot ham 


Let's say our first attempt to read the poem entitled "Pee Text" is an attempt to 
read it left to right, top to bottom. As we read the first stanza we become 
increasingly frustrated with what happens semantically across the central gap. 
"Me" to "the", "loose" to "b", "sha" to "e", "cag" to "pe", "lo" to "page", "in" to "at". 
What are we, as readers, supposed to do with any of that? Personally, I decide 
fairly quickly that the left to right, top to bottom reading route is a failure for 
this poem. I take a quick look at reading in columns, down the left column, 
back to top-right, then down the right side. 


shade sol der ,me 

yr s hunt loose 

t the sing le sha 
intent ion floating 
un dulation ,cag 
‚time to coughing ‚lo 
the floor raging in 
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the lightbulb fire 

b yr throat outside 

e the shotgun mist 

toward the b ridge lost in s 
pe nd ant gr ease 

‚page of s cowling a 

at comb bus ted 


I can enjoy this kind of noisic chaos, but I suspect this poem of having more 
than just that to offer. 


I remember some Bennett poems from the nineties, inside-out poems I think he 
called them, my memory is a little fuzzy on this (my memory is a little fuzzy on 
a lot of things from approximately 25 years ago), but I do recall specifically that 
the first word of the poem "rhymed" with the last word, and that pattern held 
through the poem (the first word in the second line "rhymed" with the last 


word in the penultimate line, etc.), so I decide to look at the first half of the first 
line here and see how it matches up with the last half of the last line: 


shade sol der ‚me bloat business ,sot ham 

That is not helpful. 

"Shade" to "ham", first word to last word, is also not helpful. 

What about first word of first stanza to last word of first stanza? 

"Shade" to "ted". 

Also not helpful. 

However, I do glimpse something promising when looking at first line, first 
column, 

first stanza in relation to last line, second column, first stanza: 


shade sol der ,me at comb bus ted 


Close the gap and we have the word "meat". What happens if we continue 
looking at this pattern? 


Line two: 
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yr s hunt loose ‚page of s cowling a 
Hmm. Maybe we are not onto anything at all. 


Line three: 
t the sing le sha pe nd ant gr ease 


Shape! 
Is this mere coincidence? How likely is that? 


Line five: 
un dulation ,cag e the shotgun mist 


Cage. 


Line six: 
‚time to coughing ‚lo b yr throat outside 


Lob. 


And line seven: 
the floor raging in the lightbulb fire 


All of which results in the following as stanza one: 


shade sol der ,me at comb bus ted 

yr s hunt loose ‚page of s cowling a 

t the sing le sha pe nd ant gr ease 

intent ion floating toward the b ridge lost in s 
un dulation ,cag e the shotgun mist 
‚time to coughing ‚lo b yr throat outside 


the floor raging in the lightbulb fire 


There is a recognizable, functional syntax here, albeit destabilized -- gapped in 
multiple ways. Discontinuity has a complex relationship to dis-contiguity. We 
read forward, left to right, intention floating toward the bridge, and then we 
start over, intent, intent ion -- floating toward the -- bridge, bridge and ridge, 
ridge after bridge, ridge just beyond the bridge -- lost in -- sun, lost in the sun, 
the sun undulation, undulation as a kind of duration... 


Stanza two works exactly the same way. 
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The best way to contextualize the existence of a book like Pee Text is to think of 
the history of the mimeograph revolution, which begins in the conscientious 
objectors' camps in Oregon during World War II, evolves through the secret 
location (383 E. 10th St, Lower East Side, NYC) of Ed Sanders’ Peace Eye 
bookstore (where Fuck You: A Magazine of the Arts was published in the early 
sixties), morphs into the punk and zine subcultures of the late-seventies and 
eighties, begins to take advantage of email in the mid-nineties (with emailed 
"magazines" of experimental poetry like Jake Berry's Electronic Experioddica, 
my Juxta/Electronic, and Tom Taylor's Vision Project), moves on to blogzines 
beginning in the early 00s (Peter Ganick's experiential-experimental literature, 
my Textimagepoem, Berry's 9th Street Laboratories, Bennett's The John M. 
Bennett Poetry Blog, Jukka-Pekka Kervinen's nonlinear poetry, textual 
conjectures, and self-similar writing -- and many many others not quite so close 
to my own poetical neighborhood), and around that same time begins to take 
advantage of print-on-demand services with the appearance of POD presses 
devoted to experimental poetry like Ganick's Blue Lion Books and Kervinen's 
elghT-pAGE pREss. 


The publication of Pee Text and the other chapbooks in the small chapbook 
project was part of a parallel development in the mid-00s, a resistance against 
the idea, and the actuality, of digitizing all micro-press publishing endeavors 
as a way of cutting costs, which had become a necessity for many micro-press 
publishers, myself included. Ganick's solution to this complex problem was to 
publish in extremely small editions, with numbers normally associated with 
tlps, broadsides, and subcultural ephemera. However, because of the quality of 
Ganick's publications, of which Pee Text is one of the highest examples, these 
micro-press chapbooks have not disappeared entirely into inaccessible archival 
collections. They sit on our shelves mixed in with the entire range of 
experimental poetry publications. 


The small chapbook project (scp) was an imprint used by Peter Ganick for a 
few years in the mid-to-late 00s, roughly from 2005 to 2008. The first four titles 
published by scp were by Ganick himself: 

we walk sleepily forward (2005); 

mainstay (2005); 

sailing in six/four (2005); 

and 

eminence: treble clef (2005). 


Requests for submissions required manuscripts to be between 20 and 44 pages 
in 5.5" x 8.5" format. 
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Peter published several of my chapbooks during those years: 
art bang (2006); 

gathering the clock --parts 1 and 2, in two volumes (2007); 
shrimp teeth (2007); 

and 

short sorties (2008). 


SCP also published two chapbooks by John M. Bennett: 
Shoulder Cream (2006); 

and 

Pee Text (2007). 


SCP publications were very streamlined, minimalist productions. Title and 
author's name at the top of the "cover" page (and in the case of Pee Text, date of 
publication as well), with the contents of the book beginning about four spaces 
down. With some scp publications, Pee Text being one of them, the contents 
would end on the "back cover", followed by copyright information and the 
address for the press. On some scp publications the number of copies printed 
was included on the back cover (eg.; 22 for Shoulder Cream; 21 for Art Bang). 
This information was not included for Pee Text, but my recollection is that all 
scp editions were expected to be in the 20 - 25 copies range. 


In the world of poetry in general and experimental poetry in particular terms 
like small press and micro-press are defined very loosely, so we might think of 
Ganick's earlier press, Potes & Poets as a small press operation and small 
chapbook project as a micro-press publisher. In this context Bennett's Lost and 
Found Times magazine and Luna Bisonte Prods might be thought of as small 
press (though some of their activities, like the publication of tlps and 
broadsides, suggest a very strong affiliation with the world of micro-press 
publication), and Olchar Lindsann's mOnocle-Lash Anti-Press and In- 
Appropriate-d Press zine might be seen as micro-press. In my own publishing 
experience, Juxta magazine could be seen as a small press operation for its first 
three issues (issues 1 - 3, 500 copies, perfect bound), changing to micro-press 
for the rest of its 10-issue run (issues 4 -- comb-bound -- and 5/6 -- spiral- 
bound, 100 copies; issues 7 - 10 -- side stapled, copies to contributors only). 
Xtant was a micro-press operation from its inception. TLPress was started so I 
would have an imprint for the tlps I was making circa. 2010. It is as micro- as it 
gets. It has expanded a little, but not very much in the ensuing eight years. 
Now there are some pdf publications under the tlpress imprint, there are some 
broadsides and bookmarks, and there are even some one-off chapbooks. In any 
case, what prompts all of these considerations tonight is my appreciation of 
Peter Ganick's micro-press imprint, small chapbook project, which was active 
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10 years or so ago, and which has left a disproportionately large footprint in 
my world, and in the worlds of some of my closest associates. 


Pee Text 

Stanza two: 

‚the camper like a bloat business ‚sot ham 
per drooling soldier stepped an flayed 
‚dropped an blanch ed ‚knocking talking 
‚sp read across ‚the sough creep ‚the buzzing 
lantern d rifts in to yr "woods" the 1 

azy sword sw allowed .dip the nest 
inside yr face y r inkwell fulla urine 


the buzzing lantern drifts into yr woods the lazy sword swallowed... 
the buzzing lantern drifts rifts into yr woods the lazy sword allowed... 


Isee also "the lazys words wallowed". Even though it isn't written, the eye in 
collusion with the mind will read it. 


sot ham hamper ... per drooling soldier ... stepped and flayed layed 


Faced with this variety of a writing-against-itself, we read against our readings, 
start and stop, piece the same portions together in multiple combinations, add 
a letter 

here, drop a letter there, read back and forth as if a single sequence of letters, 

or of words, was layered, as if we were reading a kind of overprinting, as if an 
imbricate text -- which already presents us with the extreme difficulty of not 
actually existing -- were something we could recombine in an improvised 
reading process. 


The poem on the back cover / last page, "The flood", uses the same form, with a 
couple of added twists. 


The flood 


puzz led all the 1 ed yr por ch um 
roat the screwdex lat g starts ,massed of 
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x crashing d own t r doll blisters she 
fester hat kissed with bomb . yr boat holes y 


r ought laughs y he stairway like a 

dding ‚clusters ‚do her in yr steam bo 

mot or mountings ag anguid hum ping th 
ped guesstrion ‚tan ns its eye non you 
spoon whirls doub an mild ew a ris 

er knickknacks cr tumble an the breath 
con tent tab le ading toward the bled room w 
here there's the s acking "dream" my 

"of nations" .gas ting w hat yr f lust 


ing fauce t b rai k dribbling ,porque 


I can't resist this configuration, which otherwise in all probability will not exist 
anywhere, ever: 


puzz , porque 


puzz led all the 1 

roat the screwdex lat 
x crashing d own t 
fester hat kissed with 
r ought laughs y 
dding ,clusters ,do 
mot or mountings ag 


ed yr porchum 

g starts ,massed of 

r doll blisters she 
bomb . yr boat holes y 
he stairway like a 

her in yr steam bo 
anguid hum ping th 


ped guesstrion ,tan 
spoon whirls doub 
er knickknacks cr 
con tent tab le ading 
here there's the s 

"of nations” .gas 
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ing faucetbrai 


ns its eye n on you 

an mild ew aris 

tumble an the breath 
toward the bled room w 
acking "dream" my 

ting w hat yr f lust 

k dribbling ,porque 


The flood 


puzz led all the 1 anguid hum ping th 
roat the screwdex lat her in yr steam bo 
x crashing d own t he stairway like a 
fester hat kissed with bomb . yr boat holes y 
r ought laughs y r doll blisters she 


dding ,clusters ,do g starts ,massed of 
mot or mountings ag ed yr porchum 
ped guesstrion ,tan k dribbling ,porque 
spoon whirls doub ting w hat yr f lust 
er knickknacks cr acking "dream" my 
con tent tab le ading toward the bled room w 
here there's the s tumble an the breath 
"of nations" .gas an mild ew a ris 

ing fauce t b rai ns its eye n on you 


For starters here, reading across the gap between stanzas, I find myself piecing 
together portions of words distributed over three very different intrusions of 
emptiness, of space: 1) the central gap in the line, which allows the word "aged" 
to occur more slowly than might normally be the case; 2) the extra spaces 
distributed within this letterstring, which permits us to read with clarity and 
certainty "porch" and "chum", along with "poor", so arriving at "poor porch 
chum" with hardly a stretch at all; and 3) the line separating the stanzas which 
gives us, slowly, not as one thought flowing into another, but as two distinct 
thoughts, "poor porch chum" followed by "poor porch chum chumped". 


Then, for closers, parse the final line: "rising faucet trains brains rains its eye in 
on you". 
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Now, decide for yourself, exactly what kind of flood have you been treated 
and/or subjected to? Crashing down the stairway like a fester hat kissed with 
bomb. 





Postscript 
email exchange between Bennett & Leftwich 03.02.2018 


JMB: this is delightful, i think you're maybe the only person i know of who 
actually figured out the structure of those poems - and i love the opening 
passage in which you try different de-puzzling ideas, until you hit the right 
one. Ha! wonderful - and as i said, this kind of thing is a development out of 
that inside-out stuff in Mailer Leaves Ham, sort of the same idea but twisted 
further or again inside out - inside out of the inside out, or something. 


good summary of micro/small press activity as well. my own micro-press stuff 
started - at least after my childhood stuff - with access to a ditto machine when 
i was in grad school at UCLA in the mid-1960's - those spirit-master copies in 
pale blue, that faded to nothing if left in the sun. i still have copies of that stuff 
in a dusty cubbyhole pile under my desk... or perhaps in the back of a closet 
downstairs... 


JL: when i showed olchar and the guys how it worked the first question i got 
was how long did it take you to figure that out. well, it didn't really take all 
that long for this particular book, because i had learned some of your methods 
and forms from earlier books. i had an idea of what to look for. 


i think maybe i should add this as a postscript too. there are little bits and 
pieces of info in our email exchanges that might not be readily available 
anywhere else. 


JMB: yeah, good idea to add these bits 


March 01/02. 2018 
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The Peel & The Peel Peeled 
by John M. Bennett 
anabasis / Luna Bisonte Prods 2004 


The size of the first poem in The Peel makes me think of a sonnet. I count the 
lines. There are 13. The poem is not a sonnet, not even a postmodern sonnet 
(not even a post-Berrigan sonnet). But the eye sees the size and says, hmm, 
could be a sonnet, so we begin with thatidea as a frame, no matter if it fits or 
not. Maybe it will turn out to be a love poem of some sort (cf. Ted Berrigan's 
reversal of the Olson/Creeley axiom: content is never more than an extension of 
form). So, if similar in appearance to a sonnet, then perhaps similar in sound to 
a love poem (and similar in sense to the shape of the sounds). 


The first word is a fragment, "bort". Sense aborted at the outset. But "bort" is 
also a noun, not in frequent use of late, which means "small, granular, opaque 
diamonds, used as an abrasive in cutting tools". So maybe we are working with 
both of these definitions. In the (not necessarily so sullen) art and craft of the 
poem, culling and cutting, exercised in broad daylight (it is 3:01 on a Friday 
afternoon, and the wind is howling outside my window). 


Lines one and two: 


bort a "float" a drain king 
"blinkage" wreath your spinner at the 


I notice the 'o's: ort, oat, our. 

Noticing the 'o's makes me notice the small words lurking inside larger words: 
ort in bort; oat in float; our in your. 

I notice "in": drain, king, spinner. 

Rain in drain, kin in king, spin and inner in spinner. 

Link and ink and age in blinkage. 


Cumulatively, consecutively, disjunctively, in fits and starts (star arts, tar), as 
layerings and juxtapositions, one way and/or another we will read all of these 
possibilities, all of this latent potential (hidden in plain view on the surface of 


the poem): 


bort or ort a float oat a drain rain king kin 
blinkage link ink age wreath your our spinner spin inner at the 


Lines three and four provide more of the similar: 
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comb flood the truss drinkage ‚room 
Ib lot the prANTS foam ,desk melting 


The 'o's, ongoing: omb, ood, oom, ot, oam. 

Drinkage: drink, rink, ink, age. 

Blot lot. 

Prants are traditional names for historical districts in British India. Nonlinear 
semantics, inevitable encyclopedic context, nomadic reading. 

The ants prance, prance and foam. Their desk melting on the beach. 


Lines five and six: 


on the beach ah groan knob 
blazing !urn my leaks my blundered 


O's: on, oan, ob. 

on the he beach each ah groan roan an knob 

lurn... therefore... turn, learn, earn... 

blazing !urn turn learn earn my leaks my blundered under red. 


Lines seven and eight: 


rack sack face swirling nOMbre //blizzard//breath 
urned like olives .dust brink ,stung 


rack sack face ace swirling whirling nombre om hombre blizzard lizard breath 
urned earned like olives lives .dust us brink in rink ink ,stung tongue 


Lines nine and ten: 


crawl the slobbered beach braying "like 
a" pool yr pants' R gazing 


crawl raw awl the he slobbered lob red beach each braying ray "like 
a" pool yr pants’ ants R are (rare) gazing 


Lines eleven and twelve: 


.the turd combed thin the congregation 
blinking on a stool, streaming glass 


Look at the 't's, and listen while you look: th, tu, th, th, ti, to. 
tur, thi, tio, too. 
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the he turd combed om bed thin in the he congregation on greg at on. 
blinking ink linking king 

in on a stool tool 

streaming ream am glass lass ass. 

Line thirteen: 


‘yr face is floating )long spring 


your face ace is floating oat at long on spring in ring 


The Peel Peeled is made up of extraction poems, poems extracted from The Peel, 
the first one being: 


truss 
‚knob 


blazing stool 

Truss is the fourth word in the third line; knob is the last word in the fifth line; 
blazing is the first word in the sixth line; and stool is the fourth word in the 
twelfth line. In search of an extraction pattern, let's look at the second poem 


in The Peel, and compare the second poem in The Peel Peeled: 


sot dust 
oily habits left 


stammer 

Sot is the first word in the fourth line; dust is the last word in the sixth line; oily 
is the fourth word in the tenth line; habits left stammer is most of the last line 
(for hot habits left to stammer). 

Here is the extraction poem and pattern for poem six in The Peel: 

tube flag your 

ass dryer 


crawling 


Tube is the first word in line seven; flag is the last word in line seven; ass is the 
next to last word in line eight; dryer is the last word in the poem; crawling is 


107 


the fourth word in line one. 


So far I do not detect a clear, consistent pattern. Perhaps we need a larger 
sample but for the moment I am going to risk the idea that the words in the 
"peeled" versions of these poems are chosen not by any counting system but 
rather by a system (we might say anti-system) of looking and listening. 


These "peeled" poems have the feel of modified haiku, similar to Jack Kerouac's 
notion of an American haiku: "The American Haiku is not exactly the Japanese 
Haiku. The Japanese Haiku is strictly disciplined to seventeen syllables but 
since the language structure is different I don't think American Haikus (short 
three-line poems intended to be completely packed with Void of Whole) 
should worry about syllables because American speech is something 
again...bursting to pop.” (These “peeled” poems also remind me a bit of the 
hicucu form, which I invented in 2014 and which Bennett has explored 
extensively.*) 


Twelve of the "peeled" versions also exist as visual poems and are included at 
the end of the anabasis / Luna Bisonte Prods edition. Each one is written in 
Bennett's scrawl calligraphy, and is framed by stamped and smear-stamped 
letters. The covers reproduce two of the "peeled" visual poems in color, with 
the text of the poems in black and the letteral frames in red. The smear- 
stamping technique on the front cover makes the red frame appear to be in 
flames. On the back cover a slightly less frenetic smear-stamping gives the 
impression of a bleeding frame. The back cover poem is: 


bugs and stool 
snapping in the wind 


reformatted for the vispo presentation as: 


bugs and 


stool 


snapping 


in the wind 


The frame rhymes with bugs: 
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a line of "T's along the top 
a line of smear-stamped 'U's down each side 
a line of 'G's along the bottom, with one large 'S' two-'G's in: 


TUGS. 


Using some of the processes and procedures discussed in this text, I wrote a 
transmutation of all of 

the poems in The Peel Peeled, La Corteza Pelada, Pelures. 1 read each line 

across the two pages noted in the section titles, translating the three versions of 
each line 

into one line. For example 


truss braguero bandage herniaire 
became 


truss bragging eros bandaged hernia 


I used that method throughout the book to create my transmutations. 





*taken from the textimagepoem blogzine, where it was posted on Wednesday, 
May 7, 2014: 


A Hicucu has three lines. Each line has three syllables. Each syllable has an 
unspecified number of mutagens, or letters. 


Hicucu, ancient Gaia sex-monster teeth-dance-ritual celebration of springdeath 
wherein we eat our shadows and drink their bloodless blood. Low Theory 
meets Frenetic Romanticism in an alley behind the shuttered churchbrothel. 
Anything goes, but not much of it, within very tight constraints. This/It is A 
Post-Asemic poetics of Pagan Anarchism. It is Less Than Useless, No Doubt 
destined for the Trashpo Bins of History (don't fuck with history). 


jim leftwich 
05.07.2014 


March 2, 2018 
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The Peel Peeled Like a Cortex Peel Ladder Peeling Lures 
transmutations of The Peel Peeled, La Corteza Pelada, Pelures 
by John M. Bennett & Carlos Henderson 

Luna Bisonte Prods 2005 


1&2 


truss bragging eros bandaged hernia 
‚knob ,peroxide ,barbecue 


blazing stool banking quills in llamas bane of flame 


sot dust pulverized boring chin per chances pending due 
oily habits left sequin sedan lost habits of our ancestors the habits of scented 
grass 


stammer tartar mudra I beg you 


cage foam fuming the jaguar eye-cumin of the spirit 
peeled like trance peeled ladders coma rapt with camaraderie 


rump spooling sea-olives lasting negligence confessions of fire 
"leach my toast" "lick the armies of plain tostada" "livid variations of enduring 
pain" 


3&4 


meat cloud nubile with cameo the chair nimbus 
"washing hats" "the larvae are somber" "essential sorcerers tour the chapel" 


mon 


tube flag your turban bandit canoe tones draping and fond 
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ass dryer cicada door decal the griffon is a paper devil 
crawling at the gate as a chute 


roof clock a nonreligious technoid surly trout of time 
waves holes vaguely fateful 
-- hole -- eros ajar -- the video 


fork couch aura bean buttons 
chilling escalator of antic fries on the sun deaf king 
basement dome cup puling deals satanic dome of saucy souls 


5&6 


gallant gall bardo gale lard 
milk pore parade of leeches boat of lakes 
mouth gash breaded couch enchilada deboned impala court of deserts 


lung mist nebulous deep pulmonary fatigue 

meter medium door quick my sure 

cogitation thrum lumber bard cog ignition messy pensive bombardments 
grand and foul" 


mn 


"heaving" "oleander 


mildew wind vent toad mojo vented roulette 
heaping phone telepathic phoneme monotony plain as a telephone 
the french-fry blooms the paper fritters florets less fright fluorescent 


shrugged ham dreaming and jamming the sea encouraged lost home rosy 
damages renting epaulets from the monster of cool 
rug ‚hat tape eats ‚somber retro napping aprons ,chap pew 


7&8 
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elbow code cord 
‚mirror ‚eye-peels ‚my roar 
tumba spray plume of tomb cumulative caves 


gnats plunge my lost blue jeans seam submerged their petite mosquitoes mere 
redolent visits 

rot pagination the page in a coin lode pod rodeo desk best cellar 

"poop" "cake" "cake" 


wo 


beach ,gland ‚page player ‚gondola ,pegging plagiarist ‚gladiator ‚gape 
"shiny rash" "rose dada brillo ant" "echo chewing clarity" 


sinkhole diaper ,yr penal dealer honda hard-on ,you link coil purple crux ,toy 
leg swirling plea maze are ammonia to course of apples 


9 & 10 


pizzle ,ear bowl ping gap ‚yes cud dollar ladle oriole poison pee ‚is a cruel 
pouring oriole 

runny bed camera mock you header lit pearl mortal view 

"barbituration" "barbed bit yr ration" "Barbie touring quests" 


donut foam the eyes puma dead or nuts dropping 
fridge peeled heal a door peel a door eel-glance 
)knock shirt )camp mister gallops )marshmallow chemistry is 


tooth dance yr bail dentist too dancer dented ,tap 

loomed brush rat seeping pillow rates of insomnia brusque dents the rats nine 
relevant pasts 

‚speed ,velcro indents ‚vital fitness 
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urn and luggage puma if equality burns at bagpipes 
lake lagging lack 
roof techno-sauce lemming meme-trout 


11&12 


slugs , desks ‚ash baby sofas ‚eye-critters ‚askew lime aces ‚secret tares ‚ardent 
carbon 

fade seed van Essene sieve vanquished 

"oil" "acetate" "hull of spiders" 


bugs and stool "a bitch of tablature" the beast of bean sausage 
snapping in the wind seek as queen in eel vintage fats signs avant 


phone cloud ruby delta leaf no discounts by telephone 
wave oily vagrants 

cleaner limping in a door the ill net toes bent 

folded dirt terror double ladder teach a terrier 


rooming ,itch assist insists ,combing zone robots ‚fig urine nation 
cash storm legless tormented by dinosaurs sinning pie masks moon 
tournament : jeans past the sun 

huffed "page" "paginated" Buddhas intimate "page" 


mon 


13 & 14 
pallid wasp carré a vispo pallet carrier armored mare-cage carrion 


unfolding in the coffee destabilized/disobedient in the cafe jewels lisp dancing 
moon cafe 
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ovulation toilet indoor road ovation toil letters dead intestine 
‚temple ‚tempo low ‚temp plea 
chug gland tracing gondola ass tragic trapeze pier pouring the sun pays spires 


trousered hoover the apartment talons ado aspiring real avenue of moon-pants 
alone i attend 

scoured bed spinnage gyro dealer came fire-gazing the tourniquet of monday 
at fair imbroglio 

"cloys" "impales lagging gear" "knees past longer songs" 


flocked like nude congressional grenades comb nude desks the odor of a 
comma is nothing new 

t rash bask aura dance or park 

cloud gummer dance bail the pomegranate new blades dancing scent of 
collated less 


15 & 16 


couch ,flies divided ,Moscow divided ,much has blue 
‚cough faucet's ,giraffe toss i do postal essence hex pulsed 
neck ghost delicious plectrum cello jam aloof kook co-pay 


grunting puzzle romp pecan bees queue grunge one puzzling choir 

bloom magneticon magnetic icon floor curds total flurry 

shirt act burning acts toad communists enlightened my cheese in the valley of 
the ruse 


spotty flack crotch intrepid pie mask critical of verses public broom perfume 
gnat jejune insecticide 

against the spit skull contraption lake kale verse inescapable contrails mortal 
crapshoot 
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mer mar lame ermine mannikin 

lathered lung ramp rampage of enjambed pumpkins jet lava in the chamber of 
lords 

lago bunny cone jitters lake local aces lake 


17 & 18 


sandwich shifter the eyes viaduct sandwich hell a pair of lions moon sandwich 
death 

dung rabbit cone jello esteemed coil my moon petty lapping rabbit 

soughing sea sauce surging avoid the base 


eye word dropping out pale abacus ego seeking fury the moth-coils whoring 
combat 

pan impactor imp actor desuming satin nap past dim pacts poles leaping on 
par with we 

burp ,doggy regular dole ,coma periodic rot same dog on the chin 


Spammy Cage spam in situ Spa Sausalito Celtic 
blinking seeping Atlanta on some knoll 


ants home is rigged the furnace missing set in tenement parking romaine 


yr trousers cloud rubies detusk pantaloons Mayakovsky touring a billion 
turbulent ants dirt becoming soup 

dit whirling dirt sea are ammonia grand poems dancing on the sun "nuanced 
in pants alone" 


mo 


"grown" "investin do 


mon 


map peripheral raisin" 


115 


19 & 20 


Itongue* weenies suit traders’ linguini salt chicken sestina i eat with gravy meat 
treason 

Elegua correction core direction delta Guam blank costumes cork erection 
HAM jam on manager of merging glue 


crown salad dumpster basket eros deck ornery and salacious lacking crayons 
the dune-king petty trout batting 

lengua cross the tongue-czar cruising quit angular vectors’ cat 

a road Uncle Amino Acid will trap verse the rest of London 


comb yr face wheel pee in a jar too rude to care coffer errata ruseroute 
derecharger 

sock calcium chat us set 

mud lode debut 

knob periscope lily barbed cliché 

roast as sad of rotting ties in the broach 


boiled flags band of rascal herbivores the draperies are on leave 

)"menudo"( )"triple"( )with "tripping" seas( 

cutely salads ,slab in a salad as guano in pita ,losing knee meat racquet pass the 
salad ,to the horizon 

horizonte whoring zone dancing in Dallas 


21 & 22 


adder ,brain ,trunk scale era ,cereal broke ,basil cavalier ,cerise view ,bedroom 
wheels swirl the sea in linear motion lasts until Tuesday these routes are 
turbulent lion meat coming from the desk of futility 


air fair dancing lair 
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sinking door word pale labyrinth punting the hurdle parole in the port of bells 
curls 

femur lemur just quacks ox 

gushing orb botany marmalade mottled 

pond charcoal criticality 

‚tape ‚centennial ‚Mars 





*the spelling “Itongue” is present only in The Peel Peeled, La Corteza Pelada, 
Pelures and should be taken as a typo. In The Peel and The Peel Peeled 
(anabasis / Luna Bisonte Prods edition, 2004) it appears in both the original 
poem and in the “peeled” version as “tongue”. 


March 2, 2018 





Postscript: 
email exchange between Bennett & Leftwich 03.03.2018 


JMB: as i just told my brother, who doesn't understand what i do in my 
writing: 


a poet i know is writing a series of essays on many of my books, using a “critical 
(analytical) approach” that is the first one I've seen that actually works for my stuff. 
people have tried all kinds of other established approaches, but they never quite seem to 
get to the heart of the matter 

so it's a delight to read what you're doing! 

couple comments on The Peel etc: 

you're right; the Peeled section was not done by counting anything: it was a 


reading of (or "listening" to, as you so well put it) an essence of the poem. i've 
been doing kind of the same thing just recently, by inserting those Haynaku 
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(Eileen Tabios turned me on to the form, which is three lines of 1,2, & 3 words) 
in longer poems. Yr Hicucu is a similar form, which i continue to enjoy as well. 


The "ltongue" you refer to at the end of yr essay, probably was (i don't 
remember) a typo, butit's a good one - and i would like it kept - that "It" or 
"LT" is a extremely tongued word and perfect there, eh? 


Also, that whole last section of your recreation, if a new edition of the tri- 
lingual edition of The Peel Peeled is ever done, should be included. for a cuadri- 
lingual edition! 

Carlos Henderson, by the way, is an excellent Peruvian poet, who also knows 
French, obviously, and his French versions are rewritings similar in approach 


to what you've done. (So the new edition would include The Peel, The Peel 
Peeled, La Corteza Pelada, Pelures, & Cortex Peel.) 


My own Spanish versions are more like "translations" - haw!, forgive me! 


ovoid o void, 
john 


JL: i'll keep this and add it as a postscript 
i agree about that 'I', it should stay 


i did fix one thing in an email from yesterday i think, where Mailer Leaves 
Ham had become Mailer Leaves Him 


thanks for sending that note to your brother, i appreciate it. iam enjoying this a 
lot, and it's good to know that you are too. 
i think i understand a lot of what you do as a poet, but obviously it means a lot 


more for you to say so than it does for me to say so. 


thanks John. 
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SM EAR 

V.10 No. 26, 2002 

edited / compiled by John M. Bennett 
Luna Bisonte Prods 


Bennett had this to say in 2017, for the Luna Bisonte Prods listing at the "from a 
secret location" website: "The name Luna Bisonte Prods came about in 1974 and 
became the portal through which I continued making small books, chapbooks, 
cards, labels, and other products, using rubber stamps, collage, photocopiers, 
and found materials. In 1975 the journal Lost & Found Times was born, which 
continued through 2005. Since that time in the mid-1970s, LBP has published or 
released thousands of broadsides, TLPs (“Tacky Little Pamphlets”), objects, 
one-of-a-kind books, chapbooks, artist’s books, Lost & Found Times and some 
other shorter-lived serials, audio and video works, print edition books, print- 
on-demand books, tons of mail art, and numerous stunts, gags, and 
performances." 


Contributors to SM EAR: 
Thomas L. Taylor 

John M. Bennett 

Scott Helmes 

Reed Altemus 

Al Ackerman 

Diane Bertrand 


That is a hefty lineup for such an apparently ephemeral publication. SM EAR is 
a tlp zine consisting of one sheet of copy paper (the one I have is blue) folded 
in half vertically, producing a 5.5" x 8.5" 4-page pamphlet. 


The front cover / page 1 consists of the title -- SM EAR -- at the top, written in 
Bennett's distinctive calligraphic hand and smeared with a finger while still 
wet, followed by a collaborative visual poem entitled SMEAR by Taylor, 
Bennett and Helmes. The title, in all caps, is centered, as is the textual 
component of the poem -- written by Taylor -- beneath it. 


SMEAR 
Lorts, dulcimer, mento (ascribe 


I'd asided 
Nix no meer pinto 
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nor hummus 
afforded lynx 


Between the date -- 2002 -- and the title of the poem, approximately at the right 
margin, is a toilet-paper-roll-on-a-wall-hanger stamp, also slightly smeared. 
This is almost certainly one of Bennett's contributions. 


Following the line "Nix no meer pinto" are two splotches of tiny, unreadable 
type, one of them right-aligned. I think these were contributed by Helmes, but I 
can't be entirely certain. Beneath the second type-splotch and above the line 
"nor hummus" are the words "smell ear", written in Bennett's calligraphy. A 
thin rectangular frame encloses everything described in this paragraph. 


Just below the frame is what appears to be a small rectangular stamp. A final 
line of text appears, backward, at the bottom of the rectangle. This looks like it 
might have been a found object used as a stamp (possibly one of those faux 
credit cards that come as advertisements in the mail). A large black blot of ink 
covers most of what was stamped. I think this stamp and the ink blot were 
contributed by Helmes, but I can't be entirely certain. Calligraphic tendrils 
branch out from the ink blot (most likely contributed by Bennett). 


The piece is signed by Tom 3/12/02 + jmb 3/6/02 + scott -- maybe 12 vi 02. 


Upon opening the zine we find, spread across the tops of pages two and three, 
a poem by Bennett entitled "Lacks sure" followed by three variations (hacks) by 
Reed Altemus ("Ladder pus"; "Numb dripping"; and "Port a"). 


The title "Ladder pus" is taken from the end of Bennett's poem, the last three 
lines of which are as follows: 


licks the singer's tall pus 
ladder combine draws the foam 
teaser, yr blinked convection snack 


Line one of "Ladder pus" begins with the first two words of line eleven of 
"Lacks sure" ("wring that") followed by the first two words of line twenty-two 
(:flapping in"). 


Both poems have thirty lines. 
Line two of "Ladder pus" begins with the last two words of line fifteen in 


"Lacks sure" ("sandwich heaving") followed by the first three words from line 
twenty-six of "Lacks sure" ("a port while"), written in reverse order ("while, 
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port a"). 


The variations continue in this fashion. The title for "Numb dripping” comes 
from the first word of line seventeen and the last word of line sixteen: 


heaving, sandwich blood's wreath, dripping 
numb the kings' leakage onna 


The first line "that bowl spiral ah plato" comes from three words in the middle 
of line twenty, in reverse order 


salt spiral bow] that rings 

plus the first two words of line four, in their original order 
ah plato humo stony nostril. 

The title for "Port a" returns to line twenty-six of "Lacks sure" 
a port while, keep a 

and extracts the first two words, keeping their original order. 


Iam not sure exactly what Altemus is doing here as far as his arithmetic or 
pattern-imposition (and recognition) is concerned, but whatever it is it results 
in very successful new poems, with very strong echoes of Bennett, of course 
(since it it Bennett's vocabulary that is being used for all of these poems), but 
also something else, a distinctive residue, let's say, of the decisions being made 
by Altemus. These poems work as collaborations. They are not poems written 
by Bennett, and neither are they poems written entirely by Altemus. A "third 
mind" is in play here, and the results are radically open, expansively resonant, 
and intimately mutagenic poems. 


William Burroughs, from First Recordings, in The Third Mind (1978): Any so- 
called officer who tells you that dreams are illusions that you should put aside 
is asking you to abandon cover and invite disastrous defeat. It is precisely in 
the dream area that we can not-know the enemy. Always remember you are 
dealing with a parasitic organism that exists only in the damage it can cause 
you. When you are able to not-know the enemy, the enemy is not there. The act 
of not-knowing requires, like all disappearing acts, a stage; a theater of 
operations. Since our theater is under constant attack it must be constantly 
shifted and re-created. 
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JMB, from John M. Bennett’s Response to Jake Berry’s Poetry Wide Open: The 
Otherstream (Fragments In Motion) (2011): Poetry that persists, that is read, 
and read very differently through succeeding generations, always has its 
origins on the outsides of contemporary cultural institutions. For the poet to 
perceive and experience the world, and to re-experience it in her/his art, she/he 
has to work outside those institutions. 


Along the bottom of pages two and three of SM EAR are an Ackerman hack of 
some Bennett poems, and a related set of instructions from The Blaster for "a 
big performance week". 


The hack (of poems from 5.1 & 5.2 -- presumably of 2002) is entitled "Bike's 
Shabby Without". It consists of seven lines, lettered A through G. Each line 
begins with the phrase "Bike's shabby without": 


A. -- Bike's shabby without the next son of a bitch they send out here. 
G. -- Bike's shabby without that old moocher glow or creeping shrill or both. 


The instructions are as follows: 


At the start of each day [of your big performance week], pick -- using chance or 
obsessive deliberation -- one of the seven "Bike's Shabby Without" versions (A, 
B, C, etc) listed above and write it on your arm to be flaunted and vocalized in 
conjunction with each day's "Theme" as indicated below: 


Thurs. -- Interfering With Co-Workers 
Mon. -- Muttering On The Way to Work 


JMB, from his Cervena Barva Press Interview, 2006 -- I should say that when I 
perform my poetry, Iam a somewhat different person than the person who 
wrote it. I was an actor in my youth, and the poems become roles that I inhabit. 


Reading the last lines of the four poems in the upper section of pages two and 
three, I arrive at the following Bennett -- Altemus -- Leftwich collaboration: 


teaser, yr blinked convection snack 
a port while, yr blinked convection 
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licks tall pus wreath, blood blood's 
tall the plato, draws ah foam 


Reading the first lines of these four poems backwards, I arrive at the following 
Bennett -- Altemus -- Leftwich collaboration: 


salt spiral tall the pus 
plato ah spiral bow] that 
in flapping that, wring 
teaser, blinks convection 
snack yr sure lacks 


One more: 


nor gun pants flapping in 
dripping convection blinks 

ream floating was spreading fish 
leashed spreading fish 


The upper section of the back cover / page four is occupied by a John M. 
Bennett & Diane Bertrand collaboration. In my experience collaborations with 
Diane resulted when I would send her an envelope of mail art -- usually visual 
poems, but sometimes print-outs of textual poems -- and she would add to 
some items and send them back. With the collab printed in SM EAR it looks 
like Bennet probably sent her a poem (this poem: 


raise 
or t 
arpo 
whir 
l bo 


ne 


--dated 7.1.98) 
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and she added to it and returned it in 2000. She has added some grasses in 
front of a darkened area to create an illusion of depth, which makes John's 
poem appear to be floating (perhaps alongside a blackbird or two) in the deep 
blue sky. 


Below the Bennett / Bertrand collab is another Ackerman hack of some Bennett 
poems. 


MASTER ROCK DRINK (from 5.1, 5.8) 


a protrusion: crawled to be 
in sect that cut words in half 


from Interview With William Burroughs (1966) 

Conrad Knickerbocker: What do cut-ups offer the reader that conventional 
narrative doesn't? BURROUGHS: Any narrative passage or any passage, say, 
of poetic images is subject to any number of variations, all of which may be 
interesting and valid in their own right. A page of Rimbaud cut up and 
rearranged will give you quite new images. Rimbaud images—real Rimbaud 
images—but new ones. 


I think the words "crav" "vied" 
meaning to unfound cherry wood 
are "crawled" cut in half 
(that's enough of that) 


Our notion of what is ephemeral and what is not has changed in recent 
decades. When, in the mid-nineties, I was publishing Juxta/Electronic as an 
email zine in conjunction with the print edition of Juxta (though not, in any 
instances, publishing any of the same items in both publications), almost 
everyone I corresponded with assumed that the email zine was ephemeral, that 
it would land in the inboxes of contributors and their associates, and then 
disappear, quickly and completely, forever. But the email zine was archived as 
it was produced by the Electronic Poetry Center at SUNY-Buffalo, and it has 
just recently been given a new home (a new url) at the U-Penn site. 


In 1995 I published a Bennett book entitled FALLS STILL. The poems in it have 


the "split title" format that he used in many publications from that time period 
(including Blind On The Temple -- LBP 1993, Clown Door -- Marshall Creek Press 
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1997, Infused -- LBP 1995, and Book Classification -- LBP tlp 1993). I think for 
most folks it has been easier to access FALLS STILL for the past 23 years than it 
has been to find copies of these other "split title" publications. The problem has 
been, and remains, that very few people know that FALLS STILL even exists. I 
sent John the link to it yesterday and he had all but forgotten about it, and had 
no idea that it was still accessible. 


So: what kind of publication is dangerously ephemeral these days? What kind 
of publication is in danger of disappearing completely? The last envelope I got 
from John had this copy of SM EAR in it. Itis a pleasure to consider, a treasure 
to have and hold. A quick search indicates that Google has no knowledge of its 
existence. Or, perhaps Google has decided that I don't need to know of its 
existence, and so has eliminated it from my search results. Twenty-five years 
ago, and earlier, the way we came upon this kind of publication was most often 
by finding it in our mailbox, mailed to us by its author or its publisher (who 
were frequently the same person). Well, it's 2018, and that's the way I got my 
copy of SM EAR. And that's a good part of why I am writing about it at all. 


I will close this meditation with a "conversation" I found online. It is not a 
publication, or even in a publication. But it is writing, written by people whose 
writings are more often than not either published or archived or both. In the 
case of this, however, its very existence is in the hands of enormous 
corporations who will decide, based solely on considerations of profitability, 
whether or not anyone should ever have access to it at all. 


I think this text, and many many more very much like it, are in danger of 
disappearing completely, forever. Relatively speaking, publications like SM 
EAR would seem to be in very little danger of disappearing. Get in touch with 
John and ask him. Maybe he'll send you a copy. 


Meanwhile, I will save for you some thoughts on what to do with a wadded-up 
sheet of paper. 

From ThE/ CuT-UP/ TecHNiQUE/, a Mail Art group found on the International 
Union of Mail-Artists website 

Comment by Richard Canard on March 20, 2016 at 8:00pm 

20.03.16 Dare Miss Noma, ...Like millions & millions of other folk, I have 
waded up a sheet of paper a thousand times & given it a non-thoughtful toss 


into the trash. Is John M. Bennett the first artist to actually find poetry in "a ball 
of printed paper" & proclaim its potential??? ...well, he does seem to have been 
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doing that sort of thing all along. 
Comment by Richard Canard on March 20, 2016 at 9:27pm 


20.03.16 Dare Miss Noma & Mister Carl Baker, ...apparently I still yet have 
difficulty in expressing myself clearly. What I was attempting to say was the 
fact that I never saw the same aesthetic possibilities that JMB seemed to 
recognize. John M. Bennett has indeed been around a long time & his efforts 
have (in my opinion) enriched the arena of visual poetry. Richard 


Comment by John M. Bennett on March 21, 2016 at 12:44am 
Not the first; Jim Leftwich has been taping down crunched-up wads of paper 
for some years now 


[k] 
Comment by John M. Bennett on March 30, 2016 at 2:17am 


the avant-garde is really another tradition, the term isn't accurate. it's an alter- 
garde or other-garde! 


03.03.2018 





Postscript 
email from Bennett to Leftwich, 03.04.2018 


excellent and fascinating, your detailed account of what's in SM EAR makes 
me want to do more SM EARS or some such thing - glad you brought up 
Burroughs' ideas - WSB was someone i read in the early 1960's - Naked Lunch 
and the cut-up trilogy - the latter books i didn't fully understand, but was 
fascinated and felt there was something very important going on in them/with 
them. Now of course he makes a LOT of sense, and, i've said this before, the 
cut-up texts have a very particular sound/rhythm/diction/sense to them, and 
much of my writing is with that sound/etc., i don't have to physically "cut-up" 
anything. Just write that way. WSB affected me more than I knew... 


Also glad to see those comments from Richard C, which I don't recall seeing 
before. Have known him in the mail for years... 
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Instruction Book 
by John. M. Bennett 
Luna Bisonte Prods, 2006 


epigraph from the copyright page 
"Instructions burning in the corner." 
John M. Bennett, Image Standards, 1975 


The first two poems in the book are straight, as in they are written to be read 
left to right, top to bottom. Each poem has seven numbered lines, and neither 
poem has any punctuation. The syntax is distorted at times, as in line 6 from 
How To Singe ("Climb your meat and wallet"), in which "wallet" is offered as a 
verb, or in line 5 of How To Drip ("Shore your grasp and buttock"), where we 
are given "buttock" as a verb. At least our experience during a first reading 
would indicate these readings (having been set-up by the structure of lines one 
and two). 


Here is How To Singe, the first poem in the book, in its entirety (page 5): 


1) Taste your shadow in the soup 
2) Cage your neck and run 

3) Fry your tube and listen 

4) Drop your bee and towel 

5) Say your foot and chisel 

6) Climb your meat and wallet 

7) Age your pocket in the ladder 


Structurally, lines 1 and 7 are identical: verb -- second person possessive 
determiner -- noun -- adverb phrase. 

Structurally, lines 2 and 3 are identical: verb -- second person possessive 
determiner -- noun -- conjunction -- verb. 

Structurally, lines 4, 5 and 6 are identical: verb -- second person possessive 
determiner -- noun -- conjunction -- noun and/or verb rabbit/duck word. 
"Towel" and "chisel" are used in standard grammatical configurations as both 
nouns and verbs. Drop your bee and towel your feet. Say your foot and chisel a 
stone. But "wallet" is different. Wallet is not normally used as a verb. So, is line 
6 a one-off, structurally, in the poem, i.e.: climb your meat and climb your 
wallet? Or, is line 6 structurally identical to line 2, where "wallet" is a verb 
meaning "poison the flowerbed" (as intimated in Ackerman's introduction). 
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Enallage is more important than analogy when reading this kind of poem. 


Grammar is a set of rules that explain and guide how words are used in a 
language. A grammar book, like Basic English Grammar, is essentially a book 
of instructions. From the outset, Bennett's Instruction Book looks very much 
like a Not-So-Basic English (Spanish, French, Portuguese and Nahuatl?) 
Grammar, or Anti-Grammar. 


John Cage: Syntax, according to Norman [Norman O. Brown], is the 
arrangement of the army. As we move away from it, we demilitarize language. 
The demilitarization of language is conducted in many ways: a single language 
is pulverized; the boundaries between two or more languages are crossed; 
elements not strictly linguistic (graphic, musical) are introduced; etc. 


Bennett and Cage are at times moving along on parallel paths, seemingly 
headed in the same direction. 


The third poem in the book, How To Coffee, introduces words-spelled- 
backwards as a radical artifice for readers to negotiate. Line 1: Jerk your lens in 
the rorrim (= mirror). The last word in each line of How To Coffee is written 
backwards (licnep = pencil; ymotcenmos = somnectomy = "the act of cutting 
out" + "sleep"; anut = tuna; rettij = jitter; redloc = colder; sehsa = ashes). In order 
to fully appreciate just how destabilized this language is, a reader must become 
an active listener, and in the process of learning how to listen to these 
mirrorwords, a reader would benefit greatly from listening to Bennett read 
them. 


In the fourth poem, How To Spansion, the third word is written backwards: 
e.g., 5) Rinse your egaggul and mister; or line 3) Fry your epahs and tubal. The 
third word in all of the lines so far has always been a noun. Here, once the 
mirrorwords are deciphered, the words are, as expected, shown to be nouns 
again (luggage; shape), but as written, as mirrorwords, we can have no clear 
idea concerning what part of speech they might be. With no semantic clues 
whatsoever, these letterstrings or vocables would float in a "no grammar zone", 
adrift in a linguistic space bereft of denotation and connotation, were it not for 
the expectations established by the structure of the preceding poems. 


The lack of semantic and grammatical stability liberates the reader from 
traditional constraints of meaning-building. Personally, I am inclined to 


playfully improvise across the letter-space of these mirrorwords: 


Rinse your ego egg gag gulp and mister 
Drape your eel lute supper and spin (your elutsup = pustule) 
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Spansion, via expansion, etymologically from ex- ‘out’ + pandere ‘to spread.’ 
Spreading (the strawberry jelly of) meaning across the (slightly burnt wheat 
toast of) text. 


Consider also, line 4) Clomp your ria and sumpage. 

If the word "sump", which many of us know from the term "sump pump", 
means "a depression in the floor of a mine or basement in which water 
collects," then "sumpage" would refer to that which is collected in the 
depression. 

Walk with a heavy tread, in your own air, in your own space, gathering, 
pooling, in the basement of your brain, all that enters through your whole 
sensorium, into you consciousness, and below. "Your ria" plus your "sumpage" 
(your sumpage, and that which you have sumpaged), is what Olson wrote of 
as proprioception: 


PROPRIOCEPTION the cavity of the body, 

in which the organs are slung: the viscera, or 
interoceptive, the old ‘psychology’ of feeling, 
the heart; of desire, the liver; of sympathy, the 
‘bowels’; of courage—the kidney etc—gall, 


and, later, 


PROPRIOCEPTION: the data of depth sensibility/the ‘body’ of us as 
object which spontaneously or of its own order 

produces experience of, ‘depth’ Viz 

SENSIBILITY WITHIN THE ORGANISM 

BY MOVEMENT OF ITS OWN TISSUES 


Bennett and Olson are at times moving along on parallel paths, seemingly 
headed in the same direction. 


On the next page (page 7), in How To Funnel, the first word of each line is 
backwards. 


7) Knird your hack and aguacate 

---Drink your hack and (translated from the Spanish) avocado 
(also advocate, watercate) 

Drink your hack and advocate 

Drink your hack and watercate 


I notice, on page 9, in How To Dump, that the adverb phrases ending lines 1 
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and 7 have been slightly altered, from phrases beginning with "in" to phrases 
beginning with "through". The most obvious thing this alters is the sound of 
the lines, but it also subtlety changes the "energy" of the poem, removing the 
stasis of "in" and replacing it with the ongoingness of "through". I am reminded 
again of Olson, how to get the energy of the poem from the author to the poem, 
and then from the poem to the reader (the poet will have many ways of doing 
this). I am also reminded of Burroughs invoking our need to abolish the verb 
"to be". 


Also in How To Dump, the distribution of mirrorwords is irregular (last word 
in the first line; middle -- 3rd -- word in lines 2 through 6; no mirrorwords in 
line 7). Among our instructions as readers are reminders not to trust our 
expectations. Expectations are not established in these poems in order to be 
satisfied, they are set-up in order to be undermined. 


Here is How To Thought, from page 9, in its entirety: 


1) Dung his lirtson in the speeding 

2) Slag his fork and elbuod 

3) Gauge his esoon and salad 

4) Find his knilb and cubit 

5) Fore his kcar and nibble 

6) Pine his whoosh and ihsus 

7) Dang his noitacirbul in the clusters 


Line 1: word 3 is backwards 
Line 2: the last word is backwards 
Line 3: word 3 is backwards 
Line 4: word 3 is backwards 
Line 5: word 3 is backwards 
Line 1: the last word is backwards 
Line 7: word 3 is backwards 


How To Thought (in itself a textbook example of enallage) might be 
interpreted as a way of telling us, as readers, not to expect our past patterns of 
thinking to be reliable ways of engaging what is presently before us. 


Every time we read a poem by John M. Bennett we find ourselves encouraged, 


if not compelled, to think in unfamiliar patterns. Something might remind us in 
some way of Olson, but the poems themselves certainly do not remind us of 
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Olson at all. Something might make us think of John Cage, but the poems 
themselves do not look or sound like Cage. Something might make us 
remember Marjorie Perloff's term "radical artifice", but the more we think 
about it the less applicable it seems to Bennett. Even the writing of William 
Burroughs, with which Bennett has some close connections, neither looks nor 
sounds like any of Bennett's poems. 


One thing to consider when reading Bennett is his lifelong interest in the 
Spanish and Portuguese avant-gardes. Not only does this interest shift his 
focus away from the American and English traditions is poetry, it also gives a 
secondary position to the most influential members of the twentieth century 
European avant gardes. While Bennett is certainly familiar with all of the 
historical avant gardes, his primary influences have not been -- to line-up only 
the most familiar of the usual suspects -- Marinetti, Tzara and/or Breton. In the 
brief text entitled "A Kind of Aesthetic" which he appended to Mailer Leaves 
Ham, Bennett says that writing poetry has always been for him a means to an 
end, that end being changing the language of poetry and thereby changing 
consciousness itself. "In order to leave 'poetry' behind," he writes, "in order to 
stop thinking about it, I've had to learn it and write it so much that I've found 
that the basic nature of language has changed." 


Change language, and you change not only the content of thought, but the 
patterns of thinking within and about that content. You change not only the 
dots available to be connected, but the pathways, the routes, through which 
those connections might be made. Bennett continues: "Simply put, I wanted to 
change language from an instrument of socialization (or, at worst, of 
institutional control), into a vehicle for liberation, for growth of consciousness 
and responsibility." 


Structure of How To Towel, on page 10 


Line 1: noun/verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- conjunction - 
- verb 

Line 2: verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- adverb phrase 
Line 3: verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- adverb phrase 
Line 4: verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- adverb phrase 
Line 5: verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- adverb phrase 
Line 6: verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- adverb phrase 
Line 7: verb -- third person possessive determiner -- noun -- conjunction -- 
gerund 
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Structure of How To Not, on page 10 


Lines 1 through 7: noun -- preposition -- noun -- adjective phrase 


Ok, enough of that. Only people who are professional instructors of grammar 
should require themselves to do that kind of analysis. 


On pages twelve and thirteen we find variations on the structure of the title: 


How Was Ham 
which might be a question asked after someone has either followed or failed to 
follow a set of instructions 


How You Glans 
which may be a description of how you ekohc and knob 


How He Itch 

which is an invitation to misreading (How he dump your Jack and Ginsberg = 
Kcaj & Grebsnig), and an evocation of empathy for uneasiness (How he jowls 
your pen and temple) 


How We Spatter 
a confession to scattershooting obedience (lodge your numen in the cornflake -- 
that is, the ekalfnroc) 


On page 23, in the poem entitled How To Meatball, the final adverb phrase of 
lines 1 and 7 has been truncated, and the central noun in the grammatical 
structure has been forced into the role of adjective: 


1) Ekal your corner shadow 
7) Tae your slugfest drainhole 


All of these grammatical tricks, mirrored spellings, and generally slippery, 
banana-peel semantics are not simply games the poet plays to entertain a 
literate and/or literary potential readership. I think Bennett has long since 
abandoned any hope of gaining the attention of English majors. Bennett wants 
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his readers to train themselves to think differently, using his poems as part of 
their training manual. He is finally not all that interested in the potentially 
infinite twists-and-turns of grammatical structures. After all, everyone already 
knows that colorless green ideas sleep furiously. But not everyone knows 


coil or less lest green e'en ideas as deaths sleep leap furiously fur us sly. 


OK. That's one way to meatball. There are many others. 


In How To How To, on page 25, we find yet another formal shift: 


Line 1: Glop hat and ekalf your puddle 
Line 7: Shot spat and ekac your middle 
Lines 2 through 6 are of the "verb your noun and verb" model. 


So, given this very resonant title, what are we to make of the rhyming first and 
last lines? 


Glop hat and flake your puddle 
Shot spat and cake your middle 


glop -- shot 

hat -- spat 

and flake -- and cake 

your puddle -- your middle 


The two lines collapse onto one another. They insist on their presence to your 
attention. They empty themselves into the swarming void of your mind as 
utterly emptied signifiers. Denotations serve no purpose here -- other than as 
echoes, shadows, distant memories of a set of discarded expectations. The 
process of meaning-building, collaborative or otherwise, is thwarted at its 
outset. There is a music here, naked, fiercely insistent, hammered into our 
skulls: we are not permitted to mistake it for anything else. Look at the title 
again: How To How To. It is, in itself, an even more exact rhyme than that of 
lines 1 and 7. It is so exact, in fact, that we might be forgiven if we choose to 
think of it as something other than a rhyme. But in it, Bennett is explaining, 
quite succinctly, one of the central tenets of his poetics. 


I take a short break, make a few bag texts. Bag texts are a kind of visual poem 
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that I started making on the trip home from the 2002 avant writing symposium 
at OSU. Tonight I did some late-night grocery shopping at Kroger, so I had 
some Kroger bags to work with. I should say play with: after all, what I'm 
doing is tearing up plastic bags and taping the scraps to index cards and sheets 
of copy paper. When the bags are ripped apart the writing on them stretches 
and breaks. I'm looking at one right now and it looks like it might possibly 
read: 


"yr fooTs 
drip" 


I can't find anything very close to that on an intact Kroger bag. Another one 
reads: 


esi 
ow p 


And another: 


loaa 
V 


Iam beginning to find messages in these scraps, something nuanced, nearly 
invisible, having to do with the loa (sometimes referred to as "invisibles), and 
perhaps with love. 


How To Think, on page 26, seems on its surface to say, I am not going to tell 
you how to think. 

However, the poems say wildly, flapping us with a sideways glance, I am 
going to tell you not to think of an elephant: do not think of how to think. 
Now that you are unable to think of anything else, what exactly are you 
thinking? And more importantly, how exactly are you thinking whatever it is 
that you are thinking? Are you drying your eyebrow in the sink? Are you 
flapping your favors in the sink? Have you already decided that this is the 
kitchen sink. This is the poem of everything but the kitchen sink, plus the 
kitchen sink. 

Line 7: Fly your minding in the sink. 

You will be expected to teach yourself how to think. This poem is part of the 
training manual. This Instruction Book is part of the training manual. By now 
you will have gotten the idea, but you still have to choose to accept its basic 
premise. And then you have to follow its meandering instructions. 
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The next poem after How To Think is How To Use. It says, perhaps too clearly 
and too close: 


1) Use dunk and pile 

2) Use plenty and norm 
3) Use roof and steam 

4) Use ruckus and door 
5) Use hole and troop 

6) Use map and tremble 
7) Use throat and double 
8) Use bind and sender 
9) Use pits and mountain 





One thing to notice here: there are no backwards words. 
Another thing: there are two more lines than in the standard form (there are a 
couple of other, earlier, poems in the book with more than 7 lines). 


I suggest too clearly and too close because we have been trained so far in this 
book to give a place of diminished importance to the meanings of single words, 
and to the meanings of words in sequence. 


How To Use, however, is concerned with being clear, and with telling us what 
to do, an attitude if you will which some of us might be inclined to take 
personally. 


Use plenty and norm, it tells us. Does that hit close to home? Do what you will 
with every word there, but norm will still mean norm. 


Use ruckus and door, it tells me. I don't want to hear it. Ihave specific 
memories, and Iam beyond that kind of thing. I am reminded of Nietzsche, 
from Beyond Good and Evil, a book I read in high school: The consequences of 
our actions take hold of us, quite indifferent to our claim that meanwhile we 
have 'improved.' 


Use map and tremble, it says. Yes, I know. On a good day, yes. 
These are highly subjective instructions, and will be interpreted associationally, 
but it is hard to imagine them being read closely without being taken 


personally. This poem is about you, no matter who you are, and it has not 
entered any kind of popularity contest. It cares too much to care about whether 
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or not it is liked. 


If How To Use is intentionally too clear for comfort, then What To Od (page 63) 
is too bend and crow your bullets barn from bowling. We protest -- but I 
already know what to do! The poem is not persuaded by our protestations. We 
do not threaten anything that it cares about. It stands before us, like a tank, and 
stares us down. 


Bend and tuop your cowing wind-- 
I will neither bend nor pout, cows notwithstanding in the wind-- 


and emarf your pooling whine and-- 
first pout, pout backwards, and now frame my pooling whine? 
Ihave no pooling wine, nor puling whine-- 


worc your finding lung and emoc-- 
crow is only here because cow was here earlier-- 
emoc, a slant-mirror of worc-- 


your pancake shat and emit your-- 
tahs and time your-- 
emit omits admit-- 


bullets know and krof your dollop-- 
fork your pollod-- 

we know tahw to do-- 

bam and ekorts your flinger dump-- 
stroke your flinger-- 


(that sounds like sound advice)-- 


and emaf your custard ring and-- 
fame your dratsuc gnir-- 


from your dust send and tnuom 
your bowing-- 
that, all ludic beyondsense aside, sounds like very sage advice 


from your dust send and mount your bowing 


It makes me think of Philip Whalen, but I can't remember why. It's not the 
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Sourdough Mountain poem, or Further Notice. Not his handwritten visual 
poems. I open the Collected Poems online and look around a little. After a 
while I come to Minor Moralia. 


This is on page 261: 


1 Law: Raise your hand 

2 Law: Move your feet 

3 Law: Listen 

4 Law: Don't commit suicide 


INSTRUCTIONS AND COMMENTARIES 
Everybody's telling you 


1. "Nothing you (one person) can do will make the slightest 
difference." Follow Law 1: use hand to write me. 

2. "You cannot escape." Follow Law 2: use feet, to convey 
you out of town. 

3. "The mass communications media are in the hands of 
liars." Follow Law 3: Listen to me or any other poet. 

4. "The world as we know it is about to be destroyed." Follow 
Law 4: suicide means you have been played for a sap by a 
two-year-old idiot child and also means that you believe in 
and approve everything the newspapers say -- I believe you 
know better. 


Further instructions will be forthcoming. 
Use these now, under pain of being something else, 
21:vii:59 


As with Olson, and Cage, and Burroughs, and everyone else who comes to 
mind when I am reading Bennett, this snippet from Whalen actually has very 
little to do with Bennett, and has everything to do with the idea of a poem as a 
mirror. 


Instruction Book is 117 pages long, with the first poems appearing on page 
five. On page 70, the poems change drastically, in appearance and in sound, 
becoming sparse, haiku-like, quasi-lyric poems, for the most part centered on 
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the page. This form predominates throughout most of the rest of the book. 
Here is How Ot Fold, complete, from page 79: 


pmuj ti out 
thguob your ekaf 
shack henerd 


rebmalc it 


And here is How To Reppoh, in its entirety, from page 81: 


dnilb your wodniw 
gas 


The haiku form lends itself readily to koan-like utterances. Poems like these 
lyrical instructions have more than a little in common with the notion of the 
zen slap, that moment when we are suddenly jarred into an unexpected 
awareness. When we "translate" the backwards words into normative English 
we sometimes experience a sense of increased electricity leaping among the 
synapses: 

jump it out 

bought your fake 

shack drench 


clamber it 


blind your window 
sag 


This is one of my favorites (you can translate it for yourself): 


What To Bard 
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trihs bals "against the light" 
mool wham 


and rinse 


The word "hint" has a somewhat surprising etymology -- early 17th century (in 
the sense ‘occasion, opportunity’): apparently from obsolete hent ‘grasp, get 
hold of,’ from Old English hentan, of Germanic origin; related to hunt. The 
basic notion is ‘something that may be taken advantage of.’ But once we 
consider it for a moment we can detect a lingering trace of "something that may 
be taken advantage of" in the current definition. On page 105 of the Instruction 
Book we find a poem entitled How To Hint. The first thing we notice is that 
none of the words in the title are spelled backwards. That in itself is a hint 
concerning how we are to approach this poem. However, it is only a hint, as 
we quickly discover upon entering into our reading: 


1) Shape the wodahs in your egaggul 

2) Stop the ocof at your suna 

3) Stun the aicsaf next your ekortsyek 

4) Spill the elpmet for your xobllip 

5) Sop the tunhguod through your noihsuc 
6) Spork the ecikcap out your yhpargoib 

7) Split the efinkkaets off your kcottub 


Stop the ocof at your suna. Even though I understand Bernadette Dorn's 
dictum, that the violence of the oppressed is qualitatively different from the 
violence of the oppressor, I am still unwilling to advocate violence as a 
solution, if only because violence is a very significant part of the problem, and 
if successful it will only train another generation to believe in the efficacy of 
violence as a means of getting what it wants, thus perpetuating the problem in 
the hands of a new leadership. We continue with the project, the dream, the 
aspiration towards a new kind of education, as old as thinking itself, yet a new 
kind of thinking, consciousness perhaps enlightened in the poetry of the zen 
slap, moving from one section of the training manual to another, life itself a 
kind of ongoing research, in and around the poem, poetry and related matters, 
life itself, once we have opened the book of life and are open to it, a training 
manual in all of its aspects, where consciousness changes language and a 
changed language changes consciousness, while everyone is called as always, 
to change life and transform the world. 


Page 113: 
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Rock Bug 


blind my arm 
hot medals 


dice 'n dust 


03.04/05/2018 





Postscript 
email exchange between Bennett and Leftwich, 03.05.2018 


JMB: well let's see if i can get down my notes on this between dashes to the 
toilet: 


first, a couple typos i happened to notice: 


p. 4, 2nd parag. starting Every time we read a poem by...: you have "Some 
might makes us think..." should be "make" 


4th page from end, top of page, first line has "What to Od" - is that a typo? 
maybe not 


First page, the epigraph should have no comma, and should read: "Instructions 
burning in the corner". 


ok, enough of that, 


Very intriguing the idea of demilitarizing language. hard to do in our world 
today, but it's what must be worked toward. Language as control: i think i 
have a chapbook or TLP with that title: Control. Control by releasing control 
within a form or process. which is decontrol. 


Enallage - hah! never heard that term before. it's very much something i doa 
lot, as do you. 


I'm glad you pointed out my focus/background in Iberian literatures, as 
opposed to Anglo-American. I would also add that French lit has been a big 
part of my literary world. Not that I'm completely ignorant of my "own" 
language and lit, which i studied in school, and even wrote an honors thesis on 
Wallace Stevens. But i have to say that though in college i was hanging around 
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other poets, going to readings, taking classes, i found most of whati was 
reading kinda boring, and was slowly moving out of that world, moving much 
faster as soon asi started discovering french and spanish-language poets 


"the attention of English majors" - yes, rather a waste of time trying to get that. 
even more so the attention of english professors! However, in the past few 
years, a few english majors have come forward with interest in what i do, and 
in what others of us in this sub-culture do. about time! 


These poems from yr ripped and stretched plastic bags are great! "yr 
fooTs/drip" - really beautiful. I've liked what you do with those bags for some 
time, actually - stretch-outs as a form of cut-up! 


this Instruction Book started when I wrote up a few performance scores for 
FluxFest, and they kept on going. they of course are impossible to perform 
(perhaps) except in the mind or voice. Yr essay on the book is really amazing, it 
highlights things in the book I haven't paid much attention to, things that now 
seem important. it's given the book a whole new life for me - thank you! It's a 
book to be read, more than a book to be performed or read out loud. 


It's also a book, like almost all of mine, in which i've worked out a way of using 
language that then gets incorporated and transformed in the next book, or next 
style of writing i do. these Instructions get churned into the next phase; much 
like the Dream Inexplanations (also a Fluxus project) are now growling around 
in the poems i'm writing today. i suppose this means greater and greater 
complexity. which is fine with me; after all, what i'm trying to do, one of the 
things i'm trying to do, is say everything all at once, contain the world in a few 
lines of written/read/spoken language 


on that note of supreme arrogance, 
i'll go on void onvoid o void 


john 


JL: thanks for all of this. obviously it needs to be added as a postscript. 
"What to Od” is on page 63 of the book. 
i don't have anything at all against arrogance when it's accurate, and i'm 


guessing that you don't either. 
i'm glad you're willing to say that kind of thing. 
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familiar lightning 


familiar 
pinchers, 
(U-N)written 

bean 

beaten 

been 
light 
ten stain, 

steps 


was was was was was was 
was S wa S w aw s w sswa 


ee 


ee 


eee 


ee 


eeee eee 
eee e 


e 
e ee 


eee 
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e e eee 
ee 


ee 


soda lens theorries themes 
themmies them 
cat log hand cat 


log 

handcat 

loghand 
longhand 
cat scanned 


point pint, including light 
lilight Ifghiltfggftillifgilti gf 


logical expressionist century 
subject to its own thoughts 


p pm maopmomn oaoi nionie 
map in the afternoon, oasis 


port, bent 
useful 
strips 
used to 
to 
soften the cosmos 
familiar September 
addled by the sun 
newspaper 
images 
imagine 
bubbles, 
quibbles 
with the comic strips 
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"thoughts" 
on 
skates 


¡oihNluoihNluguU 
IhulHuiguUlhulHu 
iioihNluguUlhulH 
uioihNluguUlhulH 


five years Reynolds Wrap greensheetmusic gamete 
single-spaced 

hazard 

hazard dust 


enter the house kiln 
burning editorial salt 


HKLleGJVykjlUyUuyiYuydjhHJHuuyu 
HKLIeHKLleGJVykjlUyUuyiYuydjhHJ 
HuuyuGJVykjlUHKLIeGJVHKLIeGJV 
ykjlUyUuyiY uydjhHJHuuyuykjlUyUuyi 
YuydihHJHuuyuyUuyiYuydjhHJHuuyu 


subsequent 
mumbler of the 
goot 
quit 
if the 
coriander 
(aspic he,) 
"liklinood" 
JLKulYwOPPOKkLK:L;"oijlHuio 
in various ways, 
the light is burned 
ally, 
comet (subjective) 
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decades fiber raga 
i'm either eaten, or i'm not 


the flo 

or 

is either rott 
en 

or 

it is not 


such as depends, 
to bounce-off 


holy aleph-Iroquois 

reflection in the mudfield mirror 

dotted chemicals beam cribs 

in variable circles 
"sausage-filament" 


firmament 
knKJnUJnuUNUYUYGTY 
DDFipoioliojoiJjijjoioil 
OHyuguknot knit June 


OoiuoliouuoiuoiUlOuoiooOOoOl 
OoiuOoiuoliouuoiuoiUlOuoiooO 
O 
oOloliouu.oiuoliouu.oiuoliouuo 
iuoiUIOuoiooOO00OloiuoiUlOu 
oi0ooOOo0OloiuoiUlOuoiooOOoOl 


was reprinted shoes, 
prophetic 
Chicago 
longtime 
architectural succotash 
arc era radial pronoun 
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annotations in likewise Hawaii 
nor solely 
elbows 
arranged in chairs 


patterns on torso/linoleum //-tooled 


the long twentieth century 
a long wait 

the long ball 

long tall 

long time 

the long nineteen sixties 
long jump 

a long walk 

longhouse 

the longboats 

longing 


geometric circles, circling 
the small scale resemblance 
of a snail 

up his sleeve, like a stone 


mold it, but 

circular strangers 
("they look familiar") 
highly industrial rectangles 


"the highly rectangular industries 
have a story to tell" 


along, frequently 
they tie 

into the tooled 
into the long 
angles 

they into them 
returning -- What? 
respectfully, 
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to the English Motel, 
floor wages 

-- outdoors, 

with the Romantic 
lions, 

sticks, longerally 


longer, generally, 
than rocks 


longer allies. 
mentions terrain. 
ing. walks. 
sticks gently 
long. 

walking, longing. 


carved. marks 
engaged in 
the light. the 
light 

ing. 

like archaic 
carvings 

on sticks & 
stones. 


lightning. 


that's how it starts. tape 
needs closing 
episode theatric, percolates. 


evidence is arranged 
into the fumes 
of its own history. 


prime his, its 


chart depends, bent styles 
became the day. 
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during morse code loot lotus 
lit lottery and 

lost us, 

became chart prime 

of its own fumes. 


evidence is arranged 
as episodic closure. 


nO u ujboU 
jh UI IU 


[io i I IU 


kjJuy in iuir 
i 
re ijiu hiU hi 


fd 


ref 


p 
ne 


and ne 
clo 
episode 
theatric 
evider 
arp 

his e 
his eye 
its s 

S 

C 

th 

da 
couth-da 
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couth da day 


Abraham Diane Morris, 1986 
Michael Louise Fred, 1970 


microtonal extensions 
Th 

Ti 

Mus 

edut 

1999 

Music on a 

(1969) 

Sma 


small systemic church of the rarefied serpent 
S 

tripar 

timpan 

timparn 

sour acoustic medallion 

1977-powered; 


This U and performa electric 
the thin shirt, a personal pronoun. 


for voice at waves, 1962. 
sustained 
relations 
typically 
composing 
them. 


02.13.2018 
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Richard Kostelanetz 


MINIMALS: A TEXT FOR ANY NUMBER OF PERFORMERS 


For the composer Terry Riley (known since 1966) 


INSTRUCTIONS 


As an initial performer begins 
speaking the first aphorism slowly, 
clearly enunciating each word, a 
second performer recites the second, a 
third does the third, etc., for as many 
performers agreeing to participate. 
Each performer repeats his or her 
aphorism until tiring of it, at which 
point he or she moves ahead to the 
next. Whenever a speaker hears his or 
her current words spoken by 
someone else, that should prompt the 
former speaker to move ahead. Once 
all speakers finish the final aphorism, 
the performance ends. This text may 


be abridged and reordered by the 
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Enunciate clearly and slowly. 
Skyward infinitely extend yourself. 
Never lose real money. 


Thoughtfully initiate considerate 
seduction. 


Wash yourself, good luck. 
Beneficence breeds bountiful booty. 
Be a skeptical student. 


Excellence everyone ultimately 
respects. 


Cleanse out your mouth. 
Accurate arithmetic never lies. 
Aspire to invisible humility. 
Love whoever lacks lovers. 
Reward beggars, rob crooks. 
Leap into freezing lakes. 
Stand tall for truth. 


Rush not to judgments. 


performers. It may also be printed in 
a printed program or projected onto a 
screen. If MINIMALS opens a concert 
program, consider repeating this 
entire piece at the end with an 


entirely different group of people. 


Ostentatiously whirl your wigs. 
For wagers race Chihuahuas. 
Inflate your sagging ego. 
Defaults don’t count. 

Only tanks defeat tanks. 


Environment eventually overrules 
heredity. 


Lying expedites successful loving. 
Let's advocate 100% unemployment. 
More friendly friends befriend. 
Repeal poisons with palliatives. 
Only mistakes generate wisdom. 
Expand your mind voluminously. 


Admire inferiors, exploit superiors. 
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Appear impregnable to foes. 


Ring ropes enclose boxing. 


Sexual intercourse facilitates 
acquaintance. 


None of your business. 


Unexpected opportunities don’t 
dismiss. 


Strong writing isn't forgotten. 
Fighters get knocked down. 
Swim until you sink. 


Imagine yourself pleasurably 
seduced. 


Through hoops basketballs go. 
Don't inspire anyone's revenge. 
Insanity’s nobody’s pleasure. 


Jump until you can’t. 


Be awash with cash. Love surfaces as surprise. 


Relish your lover's loving. Don’t eat what’s inedible. 
Atop a ladder perch. Before violence lie down. 
Disturb not hornets' nests. Unravel obscure conundrums. 


Promptly arrest all plagiarism. 


Sympathize with erotic insufficiency. Differently do lovers love. 
Remove belly-button lint assiduously. Nuggets of wisdom digest. 
Imagine only lofty fantasies. Imagine high and wide. 
Arise self-purposed daily. Build a counterclockwise clock. 
No secret's secret forever. Alabaster outlasts plywood. 
Speak with classiest diction. Run up extravagant debts. 
Aim for lofty recognitions. Lost souls never engage. 
Lose gamblers eventually do. Spin in a circle. 
Soap eviscerates body filth. Multiply more than rabbits. 
Loving keeps you young. Support saints among us. 
You can't hide forever. Master life’s musical instruments. 
Aspire to be unbelievable. Read books over newspapers. 
Rest assured of nothing. Manage your resources skillfully. 
Exhale foul emotions. Pick up stray pennies. 
Awake to generous surprises. Classify your lovers’ sentiments. 
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Cultivate cunning diplomatic skills. Time’s your only “money.” 


Shower several times daily. Focus everyone’s attention. 
Creeps creep creepily. If confused, solicit advice. 
Believe in generous gods. Acknowledge constraints in advance. 
Epitomize excellence wherever Practice “night-life” by day. 
possible. 

Excavate life’s residues. Sell your possessions. 
The wisest fool wins. Read only sagacious literature. 
Regurgitate flattery from others. Swim with sharks. 
Sprint away from fire. Distribute one’s affections evenly. 
Kisses sweeter than wine. Sexual abstinence teaches nothing. 
Understandably misunderstand Shoot the moon. 
conundrums. 


Seduction obviates quarreling. 
Fantasize about move stars. 
Rewire your brain’s circuits. 
Duck, run for cover. 
Allow yourself chocolate 


Food fattens, alcohol kills. occasionally. 
Dive only into water. Sex is rarely bad. 
Enjoy sitting on toilets. Invest in yourself initially. 
Love yourself before others. Fly exclusively in airplanes. 
Never mispronounce “February.” Wave all patriotic flags. 
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Crash through thin walls. 
Confessed sins require absolution. 
Only misfortune inspires wisdom. 
Fruits make better cakes. 

Retire early while alive. 

Befuddle one’s antagonists. 

Don’t enrage your family. 

Reveal your secrets reluctantly. 
Eschew questionable explanations. 


Bells get everyone’s attention. 


Much less is more. 

Eat healthy, live longer. 

Trap mice with cats. 

Rent a retired fire-engine. 
Bestow beneficence on others. 
Discipline your lousy lovers. 
Be lovely before “beautiful.” 
Run with the swiftest. 
Wrangle horses, not men. 


Thrilling surprises await you. 


Empty pockets before crime. Discontents inspire higher ambitions. 


Get potential benefactors inebriated. 
Effervescent lectures stupefy. 

Repel poisons with pests. 

Watch yourself piss forever. 

Make love, not war. 

Identify paths through mazes. 


Don’t build “dream houses.” 
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Cure ills with sunshine. 

Avoid perverse entanglements. 
Recognize your deepest faults. 
Don’t peddle your integrity. 
Sleep all you need. 

Truths eventually defeat lies. 


Money can’t buy love. 


remembering 


symmetry, 
commitment 
toan 
equivalent 
storyline. 


a gathering 

of Alzheimer’s, 
the towers 

took ona 
plywood morale. 


their lives 
suggested 
they write 
about 
remembering. 


in silence 


the first response: 
adhesive language, 
struggling into runoff. 


the crossing narratives 
of themselves 
after this happened. 


a convergence, an 
intimacy of physical detail 
missing. 


their prayer of authority 


affected as if characters 
and authors wished in silence. 
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Michael Prihoda 


downdraft 


throwaway identities misspelled. 
slit the envelope in the presence 
of a cell phone. 


hopefully 
hopefully 
my god 


awe in lotus position 
haiku on the floor after 
missing her train. 


she was accustomed: 
terminals, intersections, 
a downdraft of evidence. 


theater 


traffic edged toward 

the green structure, 

a business of viaduct, 

a performance suspended. 


people fell, jumped, 
dangling terraces, 
shouting at the puppetry 
of a body’s last breath. 


the single falling theater. 


compilation 
he found detachment morbidly remote. 


from the briefcase, an imitation of pockets, 
no guide in the compilation of money. 
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Adam Fieled 


Architecture and Levitation 


The subliminal nature of architecture — 
demonstrating, for the human brain, what 

space is, how it might be saturated, without always 
obtruding upon our consciousness— as I 

drove around King of Prussia on those 

brooding semester breaks, a subtle sense of 
enchantment grew, hinged to what my 

future might hold, as one who writes. King 

of Prussia Mall, Tower Records, random 
commercial strips with record stores, restaurants, 
even the bus station where I was claimed 

at the inception of the break, were all planned & 
executed to manifest a sense of levitation, 

& left my brain somewhere in the world Other, forever — 


South Street 


The girls Chris & I used to drive down 

to South Street— Erica, Nicole, Dominique— 
rights/privileges extended to us as Seniors— 

I see now that, as usual, the glitter/grime of 
South Street at night (Tower Records big red/ 
yellow sign shone as a talisman, consecrating us) 
hid something darker, deeper, deadened 

against our polite passes. As to what 

world we might’ve woken to had we 

known the truth then— I remember 

bluster, braggadocio (who had who on back seats), 
I also remember the suave sense we had 

that these girls, callow as they were, were ours. 
We could’ve used a brain-scanner, or a noose. 
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Russian Roulette 


She should’ve been a redhead, I thought, 

as she drew the blinds, locked the red wine 

in the cabinet, drained her glass, & bounced 

into bed— not precisely the Don Juana of 

her postures, more like a vision of Pre-Raphaelite 
schizophrenia, as one reads in Victorian novels. 
Writing this, after ten years, it seems dulcet, 
peaceful, rather than a plunge into a life or death 
game of Russian Roulette, which is what it was 
for us. The book I'd just published sat on the 
living room sofa, as if there could be any other 
reason for all this, the wine, the bullets; what I 
put into her was another kind of book. The full 
dome effect, for her, caused a thousand suicides. 


Hit or Miss 


As the world between her legs tightened around 

her, what she saw in bed with me was stark: okra, 
stamens, roots, all that in nature coalesces in erect 
growth; and a shadow father bent, then erect, then 
bent again, perverse from amassing wealth in a world 
whose submissiveness poisons him. Beneath the sultry, 
wooded surface, what I saw was a semi-frightened 
animal, along for an all-night ride (gruesomeness of 

4 a.m. New Hampshire sun), knife thusly thrusting 
into the backs of everyone around her, managing 

to have stamina enough against constraint to take 
what she was taking. The mattress thumped: above, 

an angel was unable to conceal laughter, understanding 
it was all in the script, including the garish sun’s leer. 
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Birthday 


She can’t believe this: no one’s taking her out. 

She specifically hinted to all these guys: hey, it’s 
my birthday this weekend, why don’t we do some 
thing? The thing is, the mirror beams back to her 
exquisite, dazzling perfection: silky red hair, bright 
green eyes, big tits, all wrapped in a smile that says 
everything these guys want to hear. So, she strips 
for herself. She’s amazed at how well the parts fit 
together: the tiny bit of flab on her stomach (that 
guys love), the way her legs move, white of them 
next to black panties, how each time she purses 
her lips she gives herself an orgasm just from how 
sexy she is. But the thing wrong is just that no one 
calls anymore, all these guys don’t call. Her body 
(of course, no duh) doesn’t exist unless there’s a 
guy looking at it. She has candy hearts left over 
from Valentines Day, takes a bunch to munch as 
she steps over to the window, hoping some guy 
notices her topless form hovering over Race Street. 
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Lakey Comess 


Come in, slow and quiet 


I like your strategy. It's hot. 


Call on the tactical teams. Kick the door closed. 
Track down years, miles, missing minutes. 


They say you really have lost your powers. 
You know, if the shape fits... 


That's four thousand square feet, 
incongruously shrouded with prefab ideas, leftovers, sterile. 


Detracts from the columns. Carpets need cleaning. 
Does this mean anything? 


Forms of address are important. 
So, we will avoid personal transmission. 


I'll be in touch. You call me first. It's safe. 
I almost never pick up. 


17/02/2012 


Fat mogul 


Your work suffers 
(one result of his snooping proximity), 


plot invented by sticky kingpin, 
fat on dreams of vulnerable quarry. 


Clay lengthens into a face as long as a broken violin. 
Arms grow like tentacles. 


Eyebrows vamp Mephistopheles, 
Don Juan in hellish, grasping interference. 
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ARE YOU SUFFERING FROM STOCKHOLM SYNDROME of ghastly 
dimensions? 


Now take paralysis out for a walk. 


Here is a bowl of anodized bronze roses, 
boy wearing towel, poetic fulcrum. 


Here, too, window shades are torn off windows. 
All the better to see cynical parade pass by. 


Celebrate the ending of a week-long festival of nihilism 
by breaking bottles blocking your way. 


You have to carry your luggage like battering ram, 
barge through the crowd. 


Home is where shelter sprouts lacey green fronds. 


25/07/2010 


Fair dinkum doxology 


Something written compounded with reckoning. 
Sense all around you, cloaked in explicable seasons... 


Sense you, inexplicable, 
all around, cloaked, 
in seasons, reckoning. 


Discomfort shapes terms. 


The vagrant, 

tacking return 
to the faintest 

idea, gives breath 
to a rainbow. 


Oh, we would like to believe in the phantom cavalier. 
Attitude that on the topical sonata of the day. 
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Troops successfully import outcry and presentation, 
meet in saintly absolution, 

chart death, 

low points to a higher history. 


Memorable manners, the ruinous rises up. 
The serpent malice and so forth... 


Differences between creed in fair dinkum and doxology. 
Lands, teinds, secure as foundations, suspended animation. 


Acronyms will be revealed shortly. 

Rugged terrain interjects, 

completes the remains of debriefing. 

Midst of a detailed document. Threads on the warpath. 

Writing so similar in components of wide circles, habitually marvelling at 
incidence. 

Writing so similar in circles, incidence of wide components, marvelling 
habitually. 

Deep conversations over the cobblestones. Helter skelter, awhole house of 
cards. 

Intimacy acquaints itself with restoration, searching for additions. 
Nil-seven and the hangman's smile. 


Think of eternity and heartily preserve the comments. 


09/05/03 
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Kenneth Rexroth 
Columns from the San Francisco Examiner of 1962 
Poetry and Song, French and American 


Sitting down to write this column, I am a little tired because I have been busy 
for the last few hours putting together a show for the San Francisco Poetry 
Festival coming up June 21. I think we've got it shaped up. I hope so, because it 
is a scheme dear to my heart. 


As everybody knows, the great trouble with American poetry is that almost 
nobody reads it. In recent years a movement for the oral presentation of poetry 
has spread from San Francisco over the country. Any poet of any reputation at 
all with sufficient stamina could now make a good living on the college poetry 
reading circuit. The schools have discovered that it is one of the most popular, 
as it certainly is the cheapest, assembly programs they can get. 


This is all to the good, but still it is a limited and specialized audience. After 
school is over and the kids have gone out into the world, there surely isn’t 
much poetry lying around. 


A few years back Kenneth Patchen, Lawrence Ferlinghetti and I revived the 
reading of poetry to jazz. It was very popular, and very successful. In no time 
at all we found ourselves in the big time of the entertainment business, 
seriously considered as a brand new gig in the pages of Variety. And then the 
Beats pulled the rug out from under us. Soon every Greenwich Village and 
North Beach bistro had a barefoot bearded boy reading free verse doggerel to a 
pawnshop saxophone. That was the end of that. 


There is another way of doing it, though. The average person who listens to 
Edith Piaf, Juliette Greco, or Germaine Montero does not realize that the 
majority of the numbers on most of their records are by very well known poets 
indeed. 


In the middle of the last century the French poet Charles Cros (who 
incidentally invented the phonograph) was himself a café chantant entertainer. 
Yvette Guilbert made Ronsard’s sonnet “When you are old and seated by the 
fire” a popular song. Aristide Bruant, whose café was immortalized by 
Toulouse Lautrec, wrote a whole batch of songs that are possibly the greatest 
poems of low life ever written. Germaine Montero sings them on an Angel 
Record. Brassens, the lyric social satirist, one of the most popular entertainers 
in France, is an excellent poet. No contemporary satirical poetry in English can 
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remotely compare with his. 


Not only do the singers write poetry, really poetry, for their lyrics. The leading 
poets of France are sung in cafés chantants and night clubs. Apollinaire, 
Eluard, Prévert, Queneau, Cocteau, Desnos, Jacob, Cendrars, Aragon, Mac 
Orlan, Carco — the leading poets of the last generation — I have heard them 
all sung in clubs to typical melodies of the café idiom. 


The younger people are carrying on the tradition even more vigorously. One of 
the most enjoyable records I have is the harpist and singer Douai singing songs 
by the editor of Poésie, Pierre Seghers. 


If we could only get something like this started in America maybe we would 
have a breakthrough into a vitally interested adult audience. There is no point 
in putting down the environment as beneath the dignity of poetry. What is 
wrong with American poetry is that almost everything imaginable is beneath 
its dignity. Homer and the troubadours sang for audiences not a whit different. 
The medieval Goliards were out and out barflies. 


It’s the other way around. The problem is to find poems by American poets 
that say something to people who are not literary specialists. Sex, candy and 
bloodshed, the subjects that interest the widest audiences, interest few poets, or 
it they do they keep quiet about it. Most contemporary poets write complicated 
poems about how hard they find it to count their thumbs. 


Anyway, I have gathered up some typical café songs by major French poets, 
and got a jazz musician to write some “club tunes” to some modern American 
love poems, and got a pretty and melodious girl to sing them. It should be a 
gas, and best of all it should be foolproof. You have to have some sort of skill 
all along the way and I don’t see how it can be invaded and destroyed by the 
human airedales. 


If it goes over, maybe we can move it to the Eye or the Onion and after that 
who knows, maybe we'll have started a sounder and more enduring craze than 
the late lamented “poetry and jazz.” 

[April 1, 1962] 
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Religion and the Enhancement of Life 


During most of last week I was conducting a seminar at Big Sur Hot Springs on 
“Religious Restatement in an Age of Faithlessness.” A subject to which we 
found ourselves returning again and again was the role religion plays in the 
enhancement of life. Perhaps this is its primary role, if we confine ourselves to 
people’s behavior rather than to their beliefs about why they behave, 
religiously, the way they do. 


Certainly all religions, even atheistic ones like Buddhism, deal with the 
ultimate significance of life. So does philosophy. But religion embodies 
significance in acts, in responses of the whole man. Philosophy reduces 
significance to notions. So the total response of religion transfigures life in a 
way philosophy does not. 


The arts do this too, but in a different way. They adorn life, but they do not 
demand commitment. Bach or Cézanne, you can take them or leave them 
alone. 


One of the things we are always being told is that in our modern secular 
society, this enhancement of life is withering away. Discussing this question 
during five days of intense conversation, I think some of us began to wonder if 
this were in fact true. 


Because Christianity arose in a period of disillusionment, alienation, life 
tedium, “failure of nerve,” so many religious apologists seem to believe that if 
they can just convince us that we are living in the same kind of time, we will all 
join up. 


There is no question but that we are living in a period of widespread social 
disorder. There are groups and tendencies in society headed all too obviously 
toward disaster. There are millions of people who are hopeless, frustrated, 
frightened. It seems to me there is a difference. We know it. This is a highly 
self-conscious age and its very self-consciousness is a powerful corrective. 


I once shocked Vance Packard severely by pointing out to him over lunch that 
he was himself a hygienic device of the Madison Avenue he has devoted 
himself to exposing. 


Similarly, religious leaders like Niebuhr, Tillich, Maritain, Dawson, Buber, 
Berdyaev are not broadcasting to us from another planet. They are themselves 
highly articulate members of the same society where nerves are failing and 
lives are tedious. They are all demanding that we might have life, that we 
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might have it more abundantly. 


Such a demand is meaningless if it is not widely accessible. Then itisnot a 
demand, but a pious hope. 


Before you can enhance life, you’ve got to have it, at least in considerable 
measure. Today in America and Europe, in the very society that is supposed to 
be disintegrating, men are well enough, well educated enough, and possess 
enough leisure to begin to ask the important questions in very large numbers 
indeed. 


I doubt if they were any better off in the “Thirteenth, Greatest of Centuries.” 
Then, too, we are self-critical enough to seek for the sharpest questions. 


On her deathbed, Gertrude Stein asked, “What is the answer?” Nobody 
replied. After a bit, she said, “What is the question?” and so died. 
[April 4, 1962] 


The Atomic Arms Race 


By the time this column gets into print the first bomb may have exploded 
above that island named for the night on which angels appeared in the air 
singing, “Peace on earth, good will to men.” Let me say at the beginning that I 
agree completely with Linus Pauling and Bertrand Russell in their charges that 
we are victimizing unborn generations with the genetic effects of radioactive 
fallout and that we are headed straight towards a war of complete 
extermination of the human race. Who denies this? 


Ihave nothing but contempt for those who assure us that an atomic war is not 
going to hurt, much, and that atomic warfare does not differ in the moral 
issues it raises from any other kind of warfare in the past. 


Neither President Kennedy nor Chairman Khrushchev agree with the school of 
thought represented in the public mind with Edward Teller. Both of them 
agree with me — or with Linus Pauling or Bertrand Russell. At least they have 
said so enough times. Presumably they are the two best informed men on the 
subject and know what they are talking about. 


Yet, barring a miracle, both sides will resume atmospheric testing this summer, 
and will continue it indefinitely. 


All mankind is caught up in the overwhelming inertia of power politics. 
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Nobody can break away — at least nobody in power. Even at its best, politics is 
not a moral art. It is the art of the expedient. This may be sufficient when 
politics is concerned with the location of freeways or even, give time, with the 
extension of the franchise in Alabama. 


The issue of atomic warfare poses the ultimate problem, the problem that 
mankind has never been able to solve. Today it is stated as simply and starkly 
as possible. Either the human race learns, and that quickly, to moralize politics 
or the species will cease to exist in the not too distant future. 


A power struggle which can only end in the mutual extermination of the 
combatants and of all the bystanders as well is the final expression of the 
politics of despair. 


President Kennedy has said that we can look forward to 30 more years of the 
Cold War, the arms race, and power maneuvering in the former colonial world. 
And then what? What lies at the end of this? A kind of radioactive decay of the 
human conscience? What is the answer? 


I believe that at present the only possible answer open to the individual is 
precisely individual. Demonstrations in Trafalgar Square and Times Square are 
not going to stop this avalanche towards death, and for one very simple reason 
— there are no comparable demonstrations in the Red Square and on the 
Nevsky Prospekt. 
All that we can do is to so act as individuals that we, within the tiny limits of 
our individual power, keep the moral issues alive and constantly before the 
eyes of those to whom the power of decision has been delegated. 
If we are men of peace we can point to the possibility of a world at peace. 
Against despair we can raise hope. Our hope can have meaning and content 
for all men as despair cannot at all. 
It is that or nothing. Nothing at all. 

[April 25, 1962] 


The Persistence of Pseudoscience 


Off to Aspen to take part in a seminar on “The Public Understanding of the 
Role of Science in Society.” 


Meanwhile, another man has gone around the world in a great hurry, the 
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Federal Radiation Council has issued a report characterized by ingenious 
ambiguity, and the Blue Chips — meaning in many instances public 
investment in the commercial exploitation of new scientific developments — 
have led the market way, way down, and then way back up again, and now 
are oscillating nervously. 


Here are three recent and dramatic instances in which science impinges on the 
interests of the ordinary man. What does he understand about them, 
scientifically speaking? If by ordinary, you mean really, honest-to-goodness 
ordinary, the answer is — nothing. 


For the vast bulk of the population, of however many years of schooling, the 
terms and procedures of science are as awe-inspiring and as incomprehensible 
as the dances and spells of a witch doctor, and the end of science is still magic, 
the coercion of fate by mystery. 


My earliest memory of the public image of the scientist is the man in the white 
cost who used to subject a popular brand of canned beans to rigorous scrutiny 
in a test tube while a white coated colleague, his face alight with the glow that 
shone from Watt’s tea kettle, transcribed his discoveries in a notebook. 


They are still doing it, but now beans seem to sell themselves and they’ve gone 
to work on deodorants, cigarette filters and lipstick. Otherwise, the public is 
acutely aware that a group of Bela Lugosis and Boris Karloffs were locked up 
inside a cyclone fence in the New Mexico mountains and cooked up something 
that blew up a couple of Japanese cities and now threatens to blow up the 
planet. Beyond this meager image lies only a vast, dim, frightening confusion. 


You think Iam kidding? One of California’s best educated candidates for 
Governor [Upton Sinclair] was a passionate supporter of the Abrams Electronic 
Diagnosis Machine. Another writer [Paul Goodman], perhaps the most 
trenchant social critic of my generation, and an excellent poet, dramatist and 
short story writer as well, is to this day a devout believer in the Orgone 
Therapy of the late Wilhelm Reich. Movie producers, major stock market 
investors, industrialists, as well as the Sage of Big Sur [Henry Miller], plan their 
daily activities with the aid of pulp magazines of astrology. 


These are all educated men, some of them even learned, yet any Boy Scout who 
had passed his Science Merit Badge could expose their utter ignorance of the 


simplest scientific facts. 


In the common meaning of the term, this is the Public. Far worse than their 
ignorance of matters of fact is their misconception of the nature of science. 
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Most people, even in the civilized nations, still live in a prescientific age. 


Abrams Machine, Orgone Box, astrology, cancer cures, trick diets, fake 
medicine, dianetics, cybernetics, pseudo-psychiatry, tiger’s milk, or the lost 
continents of Mu and Atlantis — in every case we are dealing with the 
manipulation of reality on the basis of unsupportable hypotheses for the 
purpose of easing the minds of the insecure. This is precisely what the Arunta 
in the Australian Desert do when they chop holes in themselves, fill the gashes 
with emu feathers and point sharpened sticks in the direction of their enemies’ 
village. 


This is why the public will give its enthusiastic support to expensive and 
spectacular toys like space rockets and view with indifference the impending 
revolutionary breakthrough in the cheap desalting of seawater. 

Space gadgets are reassuring precisely because they are spectacular and 
expensive. There is nothing spectacular about a glass of water, while an 
astronaut around the earth is as great a solace as a bag of asafetida around the 
neck. When the Russians had two beeping balls and a dog aloft at once, the 
country was beside itself. We’d been out-magicked. Our shamen, on whom 
we'd spent all that money, had failed us. 


I wonder if the hundreds of scientists who have taken part in the last few years 
in just such symposia as I am going to, realize what thin ice they are skating 
on? It is true that we need improvement in the science education offered by our 
schools; we need to close the gap between Sir Charles Snow’s “two cultures,” 
between the scientist and the humanist; we need to preserve the integrity of 
science in the face of the demands of Big Business and Big War; we need to 
cherish and nourish the informed lay public that does exist; we need to spend 
more money on research and less on “development” — that is, gaudy 
hardware; we need to rout the comic and/or subversive image of the egghead 
and the highbrow from popular mythology, and so on and on. 


But these are all concerns of an elite, the scientists themselves and the 
genuinely informed laity. Both these groups live in and on the wider public. As 
long as this circumambient public is, scientifically speaking, living 
intellectually in the Stone Age, the scientists and their own small “public” are 
going to be as ill at ease as salt water fish who have been forced to adapt to life 
in fresh water. 

[June 10, 1962] 
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American Poetry Since 1940 


Off to the University of Oregon to give a series of lectures. I am beginning to 
feel this summer a bit like Eleanor [Roosevelt] in her prime, or even like 
Stephen Spender. I remember a letter from Dylan Thomas shortly before his 
death that went something like this: “I am at a Writers’ Conference in Prague. 
It’s not that I have any special sympathy with the government, but it’s the only 
one in the world I could find that wasn’t being attended by Stephen Spender.” 


After I’d signed up for the series of talks they handed me a subject: American 
Poetry Since 1940. You guessed right — this took me considerably aback and 
my immediate reaction was — “Don’t mention it.” Is American poetry since 
1940 really worth talking about for an hour a day for two weeks? 


The ancient Chinese Buddhist poem says: 


The fish in the waterfall 

Cannot see himself, 

And has no hands to touch himself, 
And so can never know 

What kind of creature he is. 


Immersed in life we have almost no perspective; those who are immersed in 
the practice of an art have less than none. However an assignment like my 
present one has caused me to cast about and try to see where I am. After all, 
my primary life commitment after my family is to the integrity of my own craft 
of poetry. 


What has my generation and the one after it accomplished? How do we stack 
up against the great dead, or against the classic generation of American 
modernists, T.S. Eliot, Ezra Pound, William Carlos Williams, Wallace Stevens, 
Marianne Moore, E.E. Cummings and the rest of them? How do we compare 
with the Proletarians of the 30’s or the self-styled Reactionary Generation that 
came after them? 


Long ago, standing in the Sistine Chapel and looking at the clamorous rhetoric 
of Michelangelo’s Last Judgment, there stole into my mind a thought: “You 
know, Kenneth, art is by and large a failure.” 


Possibly I have listened to too much music, read too many books, seen too 


many pictures, but past middle life, I seem to be predisposed always to weigh 
the achievement against the promise and wonder. 
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Recently, teaching a class in 19th and 20th century French painting, I was 
appalled to discover that my favorite painter was Pissarro, and before him, 
Chardin. Their aims were modest, but they accomplished them, completely. As 
Tennyson says in Locksley Hall, “Better 20 minutes of Puccini than a cycle of 
Wagner.”* 


When we think of the vaunting programs of the Movements and Revolutions 
in poetry since Baudelaire, contemporary American poetry seems very modest 
indeed. The surrealist Andre Breton used to talk about how surrealist poetry 
would “fundamentally reorganize the human spirit as such.” It didn’t. My 
contemporaries and successors don’t seem to have any programs at all, not in 
that sense; they just write poetry. 


I guess it is this unprogrammatic attitude to life and art that social critics are 
talking about when they refer to “Post-Modern Man.” We have outlived 
the Communist Manifesto and the Imagist Manifesto as well. 


The Proletarians of the 30’s used to talk about going to the masses. They never 
got further than the literary cafeterias of Greenwich Village and the disorderly 
desks of the WPA Writers’ Project. Today with necks and brains well scrubbed, 
a surprising number of them occupy the top executive desks along Madison 
Avenue. 


The Reactionaries talked about creating Mythic Archetypes for Conservative 
Man. Honest, they really did. Well, my columnar colleague Barry Goldwater 
may have his faults, but one of them is not the stylistic influence of T.S. Eliot, 
Allen Tate and John Crowe Ransom. For that we can be thankful. 


The conspicuous thing about contemporary poetry is that it has, without 
thinking about it, become enormously popular. If I could stand the gaff, I could 
live on the lecture and reading circuit and make between two and three 
thousands dollars a month. So could any one of some twenty poets of my age 
or younger. 


Books by Allen Ginsberg and Lawrence Ferlinghetti outsell all but the most 
popular novels. This is not, as you might think, the scandalous success of the 
Beatniks. The conservative, conventional poetry of Robert Lowell sells almost 
as well. 


Creative writing classes in every college are now busy turning out a kind of 
mandarin poet; soon you will not be admitted to the ranks of the professional, 
technical and administrative intelligentsia unless you have published a slender 
volume of Neo-Metaphysical verse, just like ancient China. 
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There is no question but that people are listening. The question is, what are 
they listening to? As poetry slowly diffuses through the social body like milk 
through water, what is happening to it? What qualitative changes are taking 
place? Is it any good? 


That is another story. Maybe after I have talked about it for two weeks I will 
know the answer. 
[August 5, 1962] 





*Archivist's note. Tennyson ’s poem (1842) was far too early to have referred to 
Puccini and Wagner. Rexroth is doing a wry takeoff of the following lines from 
it: “Through the shadow of the globe we sweep into the younger day; / Better 
fifty years of Europe than a cycle of Cathay.” 


The Death of Marilyn Monroe 


Like everybody else I am still haunted by the death of Marilyn Monroe. I 
suppose everyone with any sensibility at all heard the first news with a sick 
qualm at the pit of the stomach. Partly it was the realization of the long 
foreboding, the doom had been there in the background, dimly visible through 
the publicity releases for a long time. “It’s happened at last,” we all said. And 
since she provided millions with an erotic image, how many must have been 
seized by a little spasm of fantasy, “If only I could have prevented it.” The 
dream recoiled and involved the dreamer in an instant of imagined 
responsibility. 


We talk about the American Dream. Alright, if Marilyn Monroe was the 
American Dream, what has gone wrong with it? Lillian Russell didn’t die so, 
nor Gaby Deslys, nor Sarah Bernhardt, nor Dolly Varden, nor Ida Rubenstein, 
and Mercedes DaCosta is still alive and recently published her memoirs. 
Actresses and dancers and singers and great courtesans who have given the 
public what in dreams they couldn’t find privately have by and large been 
successful at it. Morgan put his mistress on the silver dollar, and Dolly Varden 
fish are a nuisance to anglers in all the trout streams of northwest America. I 
am sure that every time Morgan’s girl spent that silver dollar, her faith in 
herself was enormously renewed. Perhaps they were priestesses of the Bitch 
Goddess, but she took care of her votaries. At each contact with her they 
gained strength, like the demigod who could fight with Hercules as long as he 
could make contact with his mother, the earth. They didn’t ask too much 
meaning from existence, and not too much love. The meaning was in the 
doing, like the birds of the air and the lilies of the field. 
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Hercules held his opponent over his head until he grew weak and then he 
strangled him easily. What was the contact this girl couldn’t make? On the face 
of it, how absurd it seems to talk about her insecurity. True, she was cheated 
out of the role she most wanted to play, and could have played perfectly — 
Grushenka in The Brothers Karamazov. The part was given to a cold girl who can 
only do three things well, walk, walk faster, and run — but a girl who minded. 
The remarkable thing is that that is the only time the industry ever double- 
crossed her. In its own immense bumbling way, like River Rouge trying to 
manufacture Alencon lace, it tried to find things for her to do. 


When she really got the chance, she did them very well. She must have known 
the satisfaction of good work well done. Why wasn’t it enough? 


Now Aphrodite was a slippery and adulterous goddess, but she never cried 
out of the gloom of any of her shrines and said, “I cannot believe in the 
existence of what I am the goddess of.” The goddess bespeaks the minds of her 
worshipers. We have the idol we deserve. 


The marriages which break up today are so often the ones that, seen from the 
outside, look ideal. Actresses and physicists at the pinnacle of success commit 
suicide. The worst beatniks are to be found at the Ivy League colleges, the 
worst delinquency areas are the two-car garages, three-bathroom suburbs. 


Now the extraordinary thing about this state of affairs is that no one at all has 
anything resembling a convincing explanation. It isn’t materialism. Most 
Americans still cling to some kind of vague belief in some kind of Deity, and 
on the other hand, the entire Far East has always been godless in our sense. It is 
certainly not imaginary entities like Oedipus complexes. If they exist people 
have always had them. 


The society we have invented for ourselves to live in seems to be, like the 
hydrogen bomb we have invented to exterminate ourselves, too vast a thing for 
us to comprehend. Somewhere a feedback valve has got connected to the 
refuse pipe and is pouring poison into the control center — and nobody knows 
what it is or where it is. At least I don’t. Do you? 


[August 19, 1962] 
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Claudia Serea 
Signs the end of the world is near (time to move to New Jersey) 


Mother and I walk through the woods, and a woman with a twirling umbrella 
shows up, dressed as a clown from the Zamboni Circus. She’s telling me a 
message, but I’m distracted by her umbrella and don’t understand. A dog comes 
by—and it’s my little brother. I recognize his eyes, the way he looks at me. He’s 
limping, so I carry him home. Giant fires light up the sky. We’re on the highway 
near my hometown: the hills are burning. 


In Times Square, Jesus is eating Pad Thai for lunch, and a bunch of Elmos are 
joining the armed forces. A recent transplant from the 9th Circle of Hell chats 
with an old lady in the subway. She can’t hear anything because Spiderman is 
playing the saxophone. In the tunnel, someone detonates a teapot bomb by 
accident. Everyone runs, but the sax player. 


In Bushwick, the local artist takes her peacock for a walk. The Queen Bee is 
walking tigers on Broadway on a golden leash. And my neighbor is walking a 
white dog named Noon and a black one named Midnight. He smokes and stops 
to pick up after them. He has a cat named Insomnia at home. 


At Starbucks, the latte costs 39 bucks. The barista is wearing a Putin T-shirt and 
a Karl Marx beard. He speaks with a strong Russian accent and writes “Comrade 
Claudia” on the cup. E.E. Cummings is eating a freedom omelette with freedom 
fries for breakfast. I pay for the latte and sit at the table with Keats. He’s holding 
a toy bus in his hand and says, "God bus you." 


The walls are covered with portraits of Justin Bieber and Beyoncé. On the black- 
and-white TV, Wolf Blitzer announces that Beyoncé had just won the 
presidential elections. One should always ask: At the end of the world, what 
would Beyoncé do? She’d probably move the White House to New Jersey. 


After the elephants, a janitor came out with a garbage can on his back. He spoke 
in a thick accent and scooped the elephant dung into large plastic bags. When he 
filled a bag, he tossed it into the air and—rim shot—caught it in his trashcan 
backpack. Higher and higher, he tossed the bags, catching them each time. The 
crowd roared. Then, one of the bags caught fire. Then, two, then, three! The 
janitor was juggling huge flaming bags of elephant shit flying to the top of the 
tent. The crowd was on its feet. If he dropped a bag in the sawdust, the whole 
place will go up. But all three bags plopped into his trashcan, extinguishing one 
by one. The lights went out, and the clown disappeared. 


174 


This is the night when the girls wash their faces with dew, and watch how the 
gates ofthe world open, and the spirits let them see their future. This is the night 
when all the animals, insects, and birds can talk, and you can hear them. It’s the 
night when the sky grove changes, and the sun starts getting smaller. At 
midnight, summer and winter hang in balance on a knife blade, with all the 
weather, winds, and stars before summer recedes. In the midnight stalls, winter 
breeds its stallions. 


This is the night to pick miraculous herbs: chicory gives strength; white fern 
flower makes you lucky all year; maple leaves heal wounds and 
headaches; maselarita cures toothaches and makes you light, so you can fly ona 
broom; snakeweed blooms at midnight and disappears the next day, so catch it 
before it’s gone and use it for a love spell. If you’re brave enough to swallow it, 
you can touch anyone and read their fate like an open book. And don’t forget 
verbena and zarna, the love weeds. 


At midnight, naked in the moonlight, pick the sanziene flowers and hang them 
in the window to chase away the ghosts and the undead. Wear them around 
your waist to make your womb as fertile as summer. Burn them to burn the 
devil. Braid wreaths and throw them on the roof. This is the night to peer into 
your future. If the wreaths cling to a tile, you'll get married this year. 
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AG Davis 
GOD 


i have an artificial limb, there is tension of my mouth, my eyes are often seen so 
that the circle will appear repeatedly in an infinite rhizomescape, 

i will die, i will reanimate as others, and at infinity's return, i will be born yet 
again — as this "particular" prosthesis of the universe ... 


as we approach the Singularity, God is brought back to space-time: it is as it 
always was, and as it always will be: God is both presence and absence, created 
in the image of man, the limitlessness of God is brought forth by our own 
creation 

again, 

and again, 

and again, 


AGOD 


—a veiled and drunken doctor 
has failed his patient 

(it was a very cold morning) 
with throats that led the 
lecherous priests brokenly 

to the reels of chaos, 

pointing to the debilitated 
causes, 

this systemetized 

and imperious force 

remaining disjointed, 

ordering truth against the saved, 
commanding the masked 
worm's chest to be wetted 

atop thick plastic, 

each spermatazoa's zone 
fraudulent in the heavy mist, 
—and of this, 

my own synthetic and crippled 
viewing expands the victim's 
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motion towards an uncertain thesis, 
—a thesis in which the vacant 
judgment is timeless, 


- and knowing that the sacred voyeurism 
entails veiled angularity for fear 

of changeable intentions, 

or accidental signals that obey 

the mind suddenly thrown asunder 
when the sun is blurred, 


- we play, 
- copulating rhizomatically, 


— cognizant that the mind has internalized the sewer of these, 
the jet-black filth, 

Isay, 

the filth, 

— despite the mired answers of distant imbecilic backgrounds, 
the backgrounds of a softer Will within blind stares, 


- in this knowledge 


we will shoot-off our futures 
with a past too empty to tempt ... 
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Jake Berry 
Assimilating the Impossible: a review of three new books by Jack Foley 


Grief Songs 

Sagging Meniscus Press 
Riverrun 

Poetry Hotel Press 

The Tiger and Other Tales 
Sagging Meniscus Press 


Our instinct should not be to desire consolation over a loss but rather to develop 
a deep and painful curiosity to explore this loss completely, to experience the 
peculiarity, the singularity, and the effects of this loss in our life. 


...but death is rooted so deeply in the essence of love (if we only shared in this 
knowledge of death, without being deterred by the ugliness and suspicions that 
have been attached to it) that it nowhere contradicts love. 


I am sure that the content of “initiations” had never been anything but the 
communication of a “key” that allowed us to read the word “death” without 
negation; just like the moon, life surely has a side that is perpetually turned away 
from us and which is not its opposite but adds to its perfection and completeness, 
to the truly intact and full sphere of being. 


Rilke, Rainer Maria. The Poet’s Guide to Life: The Wisdom of Rilke (Random 
House Publishing Group. Kindle Edition). 


On June 27, 2016 Adelle Foley died from complications related to stomach 
cancer. She and Jack had been married for more than 50 years. For most of that 
time they had performed together as poets. Anyone that saw or heard them 
perform found the experience transformative. The combination of voices, 
sometimes in unison, sometimes interwoven as call and response, sometimes 
reading different lines simultaneously made an impression that was impossible 
to dismiss. 


In Adelle’s absence Jack was left alone even more profoundly than the terrible, 
sudden aloneness from which all suffer who lose a loved one. How was he to 
continue? “’Grief,’” he writes, “for me seems to be a sort of nervous breakdown 
in which the forces of life and death play themselves out in the most intense 
fashion.” 
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The books that he has published since Adelle’s death contain some material 
that was written over the course of many years and some that was written in 
direct response to her passing. All of it, however, in some way reflects the 
intensity of an absence whose presence is death. It is the end of one state and a 
complete insistence upon something other — an undetermined no-thing-ness. 


While death is certainly nothing new to poetry, indeed, it is one of its essential 
components, no other contemporary poet has responded is a manner 
resembling what Foley has composed and published. It is unflinching in its 
directness. It includes a wide variety of voices - as we have grown to expect 
and love in Foley’s poetry - but here many other living voices are included, as 
they too responded to Adelle’s absence. All of it is masterfully woven into a 
open field of poetry that directs the reader through the melancholic harrowing 
of the soul that death demands of the living. 


Grief Songs was composed almost entirely after Adelle’s death and the pieces 
that weren't relate directly to Adelle’s illness and passing. A CD is also 
available that includes Foley’s performances of pieces from the book and an 
interview with Adelle about her poetry. 


Like much of Foley’s work, Grief Songs is a kind of collage, a collection of 
voices that work together to create a whole that defies the very notion of 
singularity and the convention of a poet finding his or her voice. Poems, letters, 
memories, journal excepts, photos and even one of the cartoons that Jack and 
Adelle drew for one another many years ago are combined to create a volume 
that is unlike any other response to death. 


This is not a surprise to anyone who knows Jack Foley’s work. He is a poet of 
more voices that even he probably knows. One of the differences in this 
particular volume is that some of the voices included are the voices of friends. 
The flood of lamentation and consolation demonstrate beautifully the deep and 
enduring connection Jack and Adelle made over the years. Read as part of this 
collection they are voices in a great chorus that addresses death as a 
phenomenon beyond our reckoning. Yet, we must confront it repeatedly 
assimilate it into life. That assimilation is the process we witness in this book. 


There are so many powerful pieces and they are so varied that it is impossible 
to accurately convey the experience of the book in a few words. But one of the 
most compelling is a poem Jack wrote shortly before Adelle’s death. It is called 
“Viriditas” — a concept used most effectively by Hildegard von Bingen. It is 
translated as “greening power” and is associated with the divine power of life 
when it overwhelms our human limitations. Here are a few excerpts: 
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Viriditas — 
the dream 
of agreen 
world 


we are 

light 

coming to consciousness 
of 

itself 

men & women 

of light 


what is mind 
but light? 
what is body? 


Kora-the seed 

above ground-under- 

the need 

to follow her-down the rabbit hole 
following the 

idea 

of resurrection- 

seed- 


greenness, love: 

as you lie in this moment 
of danger, 

as you sleep 

wondering if the next sleep 
will be death, 

“this greeny flower,” 

this green 

comes to you 

the power of life 

Viriditas 


The connection that immediately leaps out at us is the reference to William 
Carlos Williams who wrote “Asphodel, That Greeny Flower” late in life as well 
as a volume of “improvisations” called Kora in Helldedicated to his wife, 
Flossie. However, Foley’s greeny flower is “this” flower not “that.” Perhaps 
Adelle’s illness - “as you lie in this moment/ of danger” - made that greening 
power more immediate. Death was suddenly, terribly present. Adelle’s entire 
being was caught in the tension of it and as with so much of their life together, 
Jack was participating. In Kora in Hell, Williams writes: 
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Between two contending forces there may at all times arrive that 
moment when the stress is equal on both sides so that with a great 
pushing a great stability results giving a picture of perfect rest. And so 
it may be that once upon the way the end drives back upon the 
beginning and a stoppage will occur. At such a time the poet shrinks 
from the doom that is calling him forgetting the delicate rhythms of 
perfect beauty, preferring in his mind the gross buffetings of good 
and evil fortune. 


The “gross buffetings of good and evil fortune” may well describe what is 
happening with Foley in this poem and throughout Grief Songs. “we are/ light/ 
coming to consciousness/ of /itself,” Foley writes, but the consciousness that is 
arriving in the moment of the poem is the full flowering of life on the brink of 
extinction. It is an unbearable tension with the end driving back upon the 
beginning. If mind is light, what is body? Do they work in opposition to one 
another? Does viriditas, the greening power, drive on through death as the 
seed planted in the dark ground dies and is resurrected to a new life, anew 
creature? Here is Williams from the early lines of “Asphodel...”: 


I come, my sweet, 

to sing to you. 

We lived long together 

a life filled, 

if you will, 

with flowers. So that 

I was cheered 

when I came first to know 
that there were flowers also 
in hell. 


Jack and Adelle lived long together — a life filled with love, joy, and the 
massive tensions of creativity. As he writes in “For Adelle”: 


How do you mourn the absence of someone you've seen 
almost every day of your life and whose daily presence was 
always a comfort to you? 


What Jack seems to be discovering in the crucial, dark turning of Adelle’s life is 
the power that lies at the center of that complex phenomenon: Jack was sitting 
beside Adelle as she slept in a momentary reprieve from the illness that was 
destroying her body. Poetry was the only possible response. He was 
writing/singing to Adelle while she slept, bringing life to her, poetry, bringing 
the dark beauty of the flowers that live in the hell she was suffering. When 
Adelle woke, he read the poem to her. That experience of viriditas courses 
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through the entirety of Grief Songs regardless of who is speaking. Despite the 
finality of death the song continues. Grief itself is asong. Mourning is a kind of 
music. It bridges the chasm and voices the absence, resurrects the life that has 
departed. It is a celebration in melancholy of an arrival. In Rilke’s words, “life 
surely has a side that is perpetually turned away from us and which is not its 
opposite but adds to its perfection and completeness, to the truly intact and full 
sphere of being.” 


How can the brutality of death add to the perfection and completeness of life? 
Is life so insignificant relative to that other, the life that was, that we are unable 
to comprehend its appearance? We are thrown into a paradox that, try as we 
might, we are unable to resolve. Instead, no matter how we might refuse it, we 
continue to live. 


In a letter to his doctor Foley writes: 


„writing is in fact my main source of comfort, but it is a 
powerful and deeply engaging source of comfort; I can pour 
my love and my grief into it, and there is room left over... 


I have been experiencing deep grief but I’m not sure I’m 
exactly “coming out” of it. It’s possible that you don’t come 
out of grief: rather, that grief enters into you, becomes a 


part of your history. (my emphasis) 
and on another page this single line in italics: 
You exist now in vivid absence. 


We do not overcome death and the sorrow it imposes, we learn it. We integrate 
its impenetrable darkness and accept it as a companion. It is not the companion 
we chose, nor does it choose us. It projects its existence into the field of “vivid 
absence.” As much as we may invent the persona of that absence and sketch 
out its details it remains as unavailable to us as the living person it replaced. 
Adelle’s clothes still hang in the closet, her robe remains where she left it the 
day she went to the hospital. Jack clings to these things even though friends 
advise him to send them away, to “Good Will.” Death has come and gone, but 
so many aspects of Adelle’s life remain present. Why should Jack send these 
things away? 


One often hears following the death of a loved one that what is required is 
closure. How do you close a life that refuses to die inside you, that is a 
fundamental aspect of yourself? If death has opened a vast chasm in your life 
would it not be more realistic to submit to the openness it has created rather 
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than try to close one’s life to it? As Foley says, “grief enters into you, becomes a 
part of your history.” You carry the open wound and embrace it just as surely 
as you embraced the loved one whose death created the wound. Death does 
not demand closure, it profoundly insists that we remain open. Is this Rilke’s 
“perfection and completeness?” Perhaps. It is certainly something more than 
being alone, being lone, a singular self. No poet has demonstrated more 
eloquently in his work and in his life that we are not singular entities than Jack 
Foley. Grief Songs provides abundant evidence of this truth. He is everywhere 
accompanied by others - inside by way of memory and imagination and 
outside by a chorus of friends, family and colleagues and they all are given 
voice in this book. 


The book closes with “Yahrzeit” — a poem written to commemorate the first 
anniversary of Adelle’s death. Yahrzeit is the ancient Jewish tradition of 
burning a candle and reciting the Mourner’s Kaddish — a prayer or hymn of 
praise. It is a fitting way to end a book that can never be entirely closed just as 
a life can never be entirely sealed away by death. We are made not only by the 
life we live, but by the life of others we love and that life and love never passes 
away. Here are the final lines of the poem: 


How we formed each other 

How we treasured each other’s hearts. 
If the stories are true, 

You may be in bliss 

While I find my way through this quivering wall of sorrow 
and tears 

And love. 

My first love, my dear first love. 

It has been a year 

(Has it been a year?), 

Yahrzeit. 


Your ashes 
Remain in the vanishing morning light. 


Grief songs is a “quivering wall of sorrow and tears.” But it is also a document 
of persistence despite terrible anguish, of life in the body of death. 


+ 


As anyone familiar with James Joyce will recognize, Riverrun takes its title from 
the first word of Finnegans Wake. 


riverrun past Eve and Adam’s, from swerve of shore to bend of bay 
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And like that extraordinary book, Riverrun is playful, musical and endlessly 
inventive. Its mood is almost buoyantly creative despite the fact that it 
culminates in the deep sorrow and the greening power of viriditas, the name of 
the poem that appears very near the beginning of Grief Songs. 


One of the most fascinating sections in Riverrun is a sequence called DITTIES, 
most of which is written in scriptio continua, a form of writing that does not 
include spaces, punctuation or any other division in the text. It was the norm 
for classical Greek and Latin. In both cases the text was usually written entirely 
in capital letters. Foley has found an excellent use for the form as most of the 
work appears to be stream of consciousness or something close to it. Here are 
the opening lines of “DITTIES 5”: 


BEESDISTANTLYHUMMINGMICEATTHEIRWORKINTHEATTICS 
SOMESLIMETRACKSMADEBYTHEHOMEOPATHICSLUGTHEEAR 
THWORMHAPPYANDSAFEFROMTHEBIRD’SBEAKPORKCHOPSO 
NAPLATEAWAITINGTHEKNIFEMOHAIRFORTHEE 


We not only read the words Foley had in mind when he wrote them, but we 
find other words that we would not discover with contemporary conventional 
text. It also deceives our eyes into seeing letters that aren’t actually there and 
new words forming in combination with the actual letters. We find ourselves 
seduced into collaborating with the poet in secondary and “invisible” poems 
set to his music. For example, one might discover in “bees distantly humming 
mice at their work in the attics” additional words like ant, ice, or, and eat. Or 
we might be “deceived” into seeing or adding words like hide, strum, murmur 
or pork. Out of one poem three poems develop. This does not suggest that the 
initial poem isn’t engaging enough as it stands, but the secondary and invisible 
poems happen as a spontaneous result of reading the original. The process 
returns us to the kind of enchantment that children experience with language 
and always lies at the heart of all poetry that retains open content and 
musicality. The “DITTIES” also remind us of the problems inherent with text 
passing from one person to the next as we read, copy, interpret and translate. 
One wonders just how often the earliest texts of Plato, Ovid or the New 
Testament might have been unintentionally or creatively misread. Though 
written language provides enormous benefits as opposed to orality alone, it 
also generates new problems (consider the “creativity” of the auto-correct on 
your computer or phone). 


The use of scripto continua is yet another example of what Foley has been doing 
with poetry for 50 years. By using text and voice in unconventional modes, and 
creating a few modes all his own, he reinvigorates what it means to read and 
hear poetry. Once again it is alive and vital, and frequently risky. 
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In recent years Foley has also employed a technique called “writing between 
the lines” which began when he wrote his own lines into lines written by other 
poets. The technique asks us to read two poems simultaneously or at least to 
read one poem then return and read the second poem and then think and feel 
what they mean together. In the following except from “Damascus” Foley is 
the author of all the lines, but it is quite obvious that at least two poems are 
happening in the same space: 


Last year at Damascus the sun 
The man 
Shone for part of a day 
Raised the gun to his 
And then moodily disappeared 
Temple 
Clouds gathered 
But couldn't pull— 


People moved 
And shopped 
Died of fright they said 


The two interwoven poems are made all the more interesting because at times 
they seem to complete or at least enhance one another. The sun shone for part 
of a day last year in Damascus, but it is also possible that the incident with the 
man happened last year in Damascus. It is difficult not to read it that way. Also 
of interest in this space of double tongued poetry is the word that is absent - 
trigger - the part of the gun that could not be used is not used in the poem. Yet, 
without its presence the man would not have died of fright nor would the 
poem contain the menace it has for us; a menace that is amplified by the 
gathering clouds. And yet, people moved and shopped. Life went on as 
normal. And why shouldn't it? The people in the poem may have nothing to 
do with the man with the gun in the poem interposed between the lines. 
Considering what has happened in Damascus in recent years the poem also 
takes on the contexts of metaphor and social realism and forces us to ask the 
question, how much of reality do we miss as we go about our daily business? 
And how suddenly can that ignored reality be imposed upon us as the lines 
that we assume divide prove to be nonexistent - like that non-existent trigger 
that must have been there? 


Riverrun represents the latest version of the kind of book that Foley has 
published for decades. Enormously intelligent, musical, playful, profound and 
abundant in the multiplicity of the selves that appear and disappear. We 
recognize many of those selves, but we have never witnessed them in these 
contexts. Like the whole of Foley’s work, it is accessible even though it is 
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experimental and utterly authentic even at its most familiar. In an endnote he 
writes: 


These poems have the pull of the other—Spicer’s spooks or 
Martians—drawing me into them. They derive, like a river, 
and change like a river, and insist on their oddities. 


While The Tiger and Other Tales is very recognizable as the work of Jack Foley it 
is his first book composed primarily of stories. Some of the stories are written 
as dialog and as plays, and some of the stories incorporate poetry, but they are 
stories all the same. Anyone that has attended a Jack Foley performance, or is 
at all familiar with his books, knows that he is fond of telling stories, but here 
we experience more completely his art within the form of prose narrative. To 
be sure, it is frequently a very unconventional narrative, the work of a poet 
writing not what he knows, but writing to discover, to bring the unknown to 
light. That mode of discovery is an essential element of the book’s magic. As 
readers we are carried along into those unexpected turns where things happen 
that we “know” are impossible. This is not fantasy writing, or speculative 
fiction, it is inspired narrative from sources that lie outside the author’s own 
devising. We get the sense that what we read was not written so much as 
allowed to happen. These tales are not the result of careful workshop 
methodology, but works of wonder and mystery where certain truths occur, 
but are never entirely revealed. If they have an intention it is to unsettle us 
from the familiar and cast us into open spaces where boundaries are blurred 
and exposed as mere convention. 


It is also a “collected stories” in the sense that they were not written in a single 
period. The earliest of these was written in the 80s and the latest as recently as 
the mid 2010s. Can we perceive a development of style across the years, a 
maturing? Perhaps, but not in the way one might read developments in the 
average short story collection. This may be in part because the pieces do not 
appear in chronological order; they are assembled to create something like a 
whole, albeit a whole that is never attributable to any single approach to the 
written word. But more than that, Foley’s work always refuses to be contained 
or categorized. The stories are too diverse to be adequately described in a 
review, but here are a few examples: 


“Broughton Fountain” captures all the delight and magic of the great poet, 
filmmaker and visionary James Broughton. Foley doesn’t imitate Broughton’s 
style so much as he captures his spirit in a fable that is wildly playful, as joyous 
as Broughton himself, yet it is profound, even redemptive. A master who 
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happens to be named James Broughton is surprised by a disciple who willingly 
tosses himself off a cliff, even before the master can find a pencil to record his 
name to make sure he is not forgotten. No matter, the disciple soon returns. 
What follows is an “avalanche” that changes everything for the master and his 
students. 


“The Ern Malley Story” recalls how two young soldiers in Australia during 
WW2 conspired to challenge modernism. The results were unexpected and 
hilarious. Even in the written text the story has an informality that reads as if it 
were dictated rather than a carefully composed piece. Yet that is precisely what 
it is — and it mirrors the conspiracy and the poetry it generated. The story 
raises questions as well, about the nature of modernism, what it is or was, and 
how even now it unsettles its audience. Is it sometimes intentionally a charade 
at its own expense? Even more now than when the story was written 
modernism is being challenged. The story suggests that this is not necessarily a 
bad thing, but those who offer the challenge frequently come away with 
reputations diminished while modernism remains. 


“The Monst” is something of a child’s story that develops into an examination 
of the slippery nature of identity and how identity works in the social context 
of family and community. How much of what believe about the personalities 
that interact in these contexts is fictional? Does it have any ground in reality at 
all? Reality itself is a bit slippery in this story as well. Utilizing the childlike 
narrative Foley poses broad existential questions. This in turn invites inquiries 
about the assumptions we make about childhood and maturity. Yet, the “The 
Monst” never ceases to be light and humorous. 


In “An E-mail to George” the protagonist, Jack, is suffering from the sudden 
death of his brother. In an attempt to console him a friend tells Jack of a 
website where people can send emails to the dead. Dubious, Jack sends his 
brother an email. To his astonishment he receives a reply. The drama that 
follows not only calls our traditional assumptions of an afterlife into question, 
it strikes at the assumptions we bring with us into any “real” circumstance. 
How real is identity, the ego? How real is the person, any person with whom 
we communicate electronically? What kind of reality is it? Certainly not 
physical. We see, and sometimes hear, traces of that person, but he or she is 
never entirely present for us in the way that humans have always experienced 
presence. Even handwritten correspondence summons most of our senses. It is 
a trace only once removed from the actual person. But electronic 
communication would have seemed ghostly to our ancestors. Yet we “know” 
that it is real. It is as real as consciousness. But how real is that? The last word 
of the story lands like a hammer in the brain. 
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These are only four examples chosen almost at random. And yet they do what 
Foley’s work always does, they drive us toward transformation. They place us 
in various kinds of tensions between extremes, between inclinations, 
prejudices, cultural and personal assumptions. Foley frequently quotes Rilke’s 
“The Archaic Torso of Apollo,” the closing sentence of which is “You must 
change your life.” And like the deity summoned for Rilke in the broken statue, 
Jack Foley’s work makes demands upon us that we do not frequently 
experience in art — even great art. Although it frequently entertains and 
enlightens it takes a further step. It insists that we do not remain where we 
were before we encountered the work. It insists that we do not remain who we 
were. It requires transformation. The Latin is transformer — across or beyond + 
to form. It requires that we move beyond our present form or at least into 
another version of the same form. It strikes at the very impulse toward form 
and pattern that is fundamental to human experience. This is cognitive 
dissonance as high (and low) art and something more — itis motion, a 
powerful shift beneath the foundations of experience. 


Foley’s father was a vaudevillian — a song and dance man. He made his living 
on the stage and was quite successful. His son takes that occupation several 
steps beyond itself. He is still a singer and a dancer, but his stage is 
consciousness itself. And though his audience frequently and enthusiastically 
applaud, it also ceases to be what it was before the performance began. Each 
member of the audience moves into an other space where imagination alone 
determines who and what they are and will become. What more can art do 
than summon and transform being itself? That is precisely what Foley’s work 
does. That is the shifting terrain he has mastered with extraordinary success. 


we are 

light 

coming to consciousness 
of 

itself 
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Jack Foley 
CLASSICAL JAZZ 


do we sing to the deaf 

non canimus surdis 

the woods 

answer all 

respondent omnia silvae 

all the woods come to our call 

shepherds on the hill 

piping our rural sounds 

here in the West 

respondent omnia silvae 

we do not sing to the deaf 

the woods 

echo all 

the redwoods the oaks the eucalyptus the pines the palms 
non canimus surdis; respondent omnia silvae * 


* From Virgil’s Tenth Eclogue: “we do not sing to the deaf; the woods answer 
everything.” 


FABLES 


Sleep well. 
Dream well. 
Dream of wells. 
Dream of water. 
Dream of bells. 
On water. 


Bells. 
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AFTER THE EARTHQUAKE, 


the door, 
which had been stuck, 
sprang open. 


+ 


Radical. 
Blind. 
Dream of. 
Hold. 
Enigma. 
Enigmatic. 


Riposte. 


+ 


I would say 

I love you 
But the bells 
Drowned out 
My voice 


RIFF RAFF 
Madly the archer bent his bow. She answered, I’m not in pain I’m in 

Philadelphia. The last man out the door closes the door, as we all close the 

door. In Pennsylvania no one thinks of the woods. Beauty is its own double 

feature. When the screen darkens, the lights in the house come on. The man 
with the gun turned the corner before opening the door. He smiled. I saw the 
flicker on the edge of the building just as the sun went down. When the gods 

fail you know there is a naked woman waltzing out the window. 
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DUET WITH MYSELF 


The function of memory 
My name is Jack 

is to soften the blow of death 
I was born 

to create the illusion of a self 
far away 

though it is also memory 
on the east coast 

that creates 
of america 

the fear of death 
in a city near the roaring sea 


This is the function 
I live 
of memory: 
now 
to soften 
in the far, far west 
the blow of death 
near 
to create 
the roaring 
the illusion 
of another 
of self 
sea 


GATE, GATE, PARAGATE, PARASAMGATE, BODHI SVAHAA! * 


Going, going, going on beyond 
Always going on beyond, 
Always becoming Buddha 
Going, going, 

Going on beyond, 

Beyond this beyond 

The 

Always going on beyond 
Always becoming 
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Buddha 

In the dark of our lives 

This song 

Awakens life 

Awakens me to longing 

A longing song that rises 

In the heart of the morning in the sudden flush of love for Sangye 
As I see the Buddha (Sangye) 

Not as a person but as a possibility 

As the never ending 

Always beginning 

Always going on 

Beyond 

Arising in my heart in the deep ground 
Of being 


shadows move across my table 

old age does not mean 

difficulty with thought 

(though names may disappear) 

old age is to be ravaged 

by memory, people alive once, 

no longer yet 

present in the mind (from this 

the notion of ghosts?) 

people who can no longer answer 
but whose words stay lodged 

in the web-filled smoky attic of your 
busy consciousness and at times 

if they were dear 

bring tears 

and thoughts of the strangeness of death 
that something that was 

could cease absolutely 

and without recourse 

of any kind—no longer “there” 
shadows move constantly in the room 
against the wall 

at this time of day 

at this moment 

this closed particularity 
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in the vast river we call 
years 
years 


* Mantra from The Heart Sutra. Variously translated. One: “Gone, Gone, 
Gone beyond Gone utterly beyond. O what an awakening.” 


FOR SANGYE 


Lady, 

with your face in the light, 
Lady of light, 

blessed by the sun, 

prayer flag whirling before you 
blue of deep night 

you stand smiling 

as colors gather around you 
Sangye 

at a height of love 

Sangye 

dreaming of benefit 

to all sentient beings 


RANT, AFTER FLORIDA 


How do we mourn for children 

How do we mourn for these defenseless ones 
How do we cry out against 

A future cut off atthe root 

We call it senseless and look for reasons 

Blame the victims blame the authorities 

Blame everything except the true cause 

Which lies all around you as plain as day 

In every television show in every news story 

In every comic book in every political statement 
In every action hero in every piece 

Of parental guidance in every song in rap 

Hip hop pop old movies all university syllabi books 
Talk shows in every assassination and 
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Every assassination attempt in the National 

Rifle Association in any political party left 

Right or center in every attempt to better the situation 

In capitalism in socialism in radical in conservative 

In the banks in auto dealerships in my mother’s 

Complaints about my behavior in prisons in freedom 

In the latest movie about love in Christianity in Judaism in Islam in Buddhism 
in the KKK in the Young Men’s Christian 

Association in the collision of all these things 

In the consciousness of a young man paralyzed 

In his need for action and self assertion and who can see 

No possibility of action other than the annihilation of 

Everything and everyone he sees so that anew heaven 

And a new earth may be born so that the new may be 

Announced and the old may perish and himself 

The sacrificial instrument—the Christ—through which 

These long-desired things may be accomplished. 


How do we mourn 

The culture the values the world 
That makes all this 

A possibility. 


[for two voices, spoken as a round] 


FROM DITTIES: POEMS IN SCRIPTIO CONTINUA 


AIRPLANESZOOMINGFROMOAKLANDTONOWHEREFROMOAKLANDT 
OEVERYWHEREFROMNORTHERNCALIFTOTHEDEEPDEEPSOUTHFRIEN 
DSSIGHINGANDFRYINGINTHEHEATINTHESKILLETSINTHELARRUPIN’S 
OUTH 


LANGUAGE/SOUNDPLACESACONTEXTABURDENOFMEANINGUPONU 
STHEMOMENTTHESPEAKEROFTHEWAKEBEGINSTOTALK(“the night was 
clear 

though i slept i seen 

it") HISWORLDAWAKENSAWALKERINHISWORLDTHETONGUETHELING 
UATHEOLDPALAVERTHEFIRE(“none will loc but the wind will cum”) 
“THEWAECEND” 
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HOTSEPTEMBERDAYSGIVINGMENEWSOFLIMITATIONSLAPSESOFENER 
GYINTHEHEATLOVEFORTHEHOUSEFAN 


IWRITEANDDOWHATICAN.ITINTERESTSME, KEEPSMEALIVE.BUTIHAVE 
NOREASONTOBELIEVETHATAFTERMYDEATHANYONEWILLCAREABO 
UTMYWRITING.ITSEXTREMELYDIFFICULTTOKNOWWHATWRITINGWI 
LLLASTANDWHATWILLNOTBUTIHAVENOINDICATIONSTHATMINEWI 
LLLAST.MYENTHUSIASMSHAVEBEENINTENSEANDIHAVETRIEDTOEMB 
ODYTHEM— 

EMBODYWHATITHINK— 
BUTTHEREAREVERYFEWPEOPLEWHOADMIREMYWORKANDIBELIEVEI 
KNOWTHEMALL!'THISDOESNOTINDICATETHEPOSSIBILITYOFLASTING 
FAMEORINFLUENCE.I’MALLRIGHTWITHTHIS:IT’SJUSTTHEWAYTHINGS 
ARE.IDIDMYBEST. 


THEBATW ASISOLATEDINTHELIVINGROOM.THEYHANGONDRAPESWH 
ENTHEYDON’TMOVESOTHEYAREN’TALLTHATHARDTOLOCATE.IHAD 
CLOSEDTHEGLASSDOORS.THEFRONTDOORWASOPEN.THEBATWASMO 
TIONLESSONTHELIVINGROOMRUG.ICAREFULLYWENTROUNDTOTHEF 
RONTROOMTOCLOSETHEDOORSOITCOULDN’TGETBACKTHERE.IMAY 
HAVESEENITJUSTASITEXITEDTHEFRONTDOOR.THEYLOOKLIKESHADO 
WSWHENTHEYFLYBY. 


BLINDNESS & INSIGHT 


There are things we don’t know 
There are things we don’t know 
about what we know 
about what we know 
There is an element 
There is an element 
of ignorance in the midst of our deepest gnosis 
of ignorance in the midst of our deepest gnosis 
Woody Guthrie, obsessed 
Woody Guthrie, obsessed 
by Lead Belly’s song, “Goodnight, Irene” — 
by Lead Belly’s song, “Goodnight, Irene” — 
and no doubt by Lead Belly — 
and no doubt by Lead Belly — 
reproduced that tune 
reproduced that tune 
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in anumber of his own compositions: 
in a number of his own compositions: 
he didn’t know 
he didn’t know 
until someone told him, 
until someone told him, 
“Woody, you done it again” 
“Woody, you done it again” 
A friend, a deeply self-aware poet, 
A friend, a deeply self-aware poet, 
wrote “dark” into almost all his poems 
wrote “dark” into almost all his poems 
until he was made aware of it 
until he was made aware of it 
What word is he repeating now? 
What word is he repeating now? 
Another poet friend 
Another poet friend 
is obsessed by “blue” 
is obsessed by “blue” 
which appears 
which appears 
more than any other color word 
more than any other color word 
in her work 
in her work 
Is it the color of the Virgin Mary 
Is it the color of the Virgin Mary 
the sky 
the sky 
the “blues”? 
the “blues”? 
Half-noticing perhaps 
Half-noticing perhaps 
she titled an entire section of her book, 
she titled an entire section of her book, 
“Pink” 
“Pink” 
There are these words 
These are the words 
that haunt us—“haints” — 
that haunt us—“haints” — 
no matter what we write 
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no matter what we write 
no matter the subject 

no matter the subject 
If we could read them 

If we could read them 
we might know ourselves 

we might know ourselves 
as others know us 

as others know us 
but all we do 

but all we do 
is write them down 

is write them down 
“Blindness and Insight,” 

“Blindness and Insight,” 
wrote Paul de Man 

wrote Paul de Man 
in amarvelous moment 

in a marvelous moment 
of blind insight 

of blind insight 
What did he fail to see when he saw 

What did he fail to see when he saw 
the negative element 

the negative element 
atthe center 

at the center 
of consciousness 

of consciousness 
the black hole 

the black hole 
which captures light 

which captures light 
but will not 


but will not 
set it 

set it 
free 

free 
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FOR MY LATE WIFE, ADELLE: ANOTHER YAHRZEIT 


Dear companion of my heart, 

It has been two years since 

You have been in the world, 

Now in the nowhere 

Of endless memory 

Spinning a web of nothing new. 

How often I speak to you 

To the you that was and is no more 

How often I go back to the nothing 

Of the life we shared for fifty-five years 

The life no longer there 

And I wish I could tell you, dear ghost, 

Of the new things in my life, 

Of the lovely woman who shares my bed 

And my heart—though you will never be 
Undone or forgotten, not after fifty-five years, 
Jamais je ne 'oublierai— 

Though the happy smile 

In the photographs says, 

Not now, not ever again, not 

Ever again. 

Ma chere, 

Je veux que tout le monde se souvienne de toi. 
Two years. 

Can all that history —that burden— be gone? 
Dear, dear ghost, 

It saddens me beyond measure 

That you will never see 

The publication of your much-loved son’s 
Second, hard-won, born-of-struggle book: 
How often we listened to him tell 

Of the immense difficulties in the production of that book. 
I think it will gain him, at last, much praise and fame. 


When someone as dear, as tangled in my life as you dies 
One wishes to feel that 

Not everything is gone 

And so one clings 

To objects 
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That carry spirit. 

My love, Sangye, 

Might say, from a Buddhist point of view, 
This is only “attachment” 

And perhaps should be renounced. 

She may be right. 

But I tell her, 


Life is a sword that kills 
And gifts the living 
With an endless shadow 


If I could believe 

That your spirit 

Lives on 

I would rejoice 

Boundlessly 

But—as you knew— 

I always found 

The Bible’s great definition of faith, 
“The substance of things hoped for, 
The evidence of things not seen,” 
To be a definition of wish, of fiction 
Of, at its extreme, delusion 

So I remain 

An irreligious man 

A man of the darkness 

Whose only light 

Lies in this world, 

Where you came 

And cared for me 

And loved me 

And vanished with the wind. 
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Clara B. Jones 
Lobster Sonnet 


la. You are a poet who likes Lobster Thermidor. 
1b. There are two types of people: gourmands and cat-lovers, but, thanks to 
Shemika, it's hard to trust chefs. 


2. Stand up for your rights since your father is cruel and your mother has an I.Q. of 
75. 


3a. Wilderness maps could slow global 
warming: https://www.wilderness.net/nwps/maps 
3b. Furthermore, negroes pair caviar and eel. 


4. You were a revolutionary in Chad, but now you are living the American dream. 


5a. What is the difference between human and Afrobot? 
5b. Afrobots are simulacra. 
5c. Is Poetry a simulacrum of life? 


6. Michelle left Barack and ran off with a Cyborg. 


7a. Mexicans like tacos but would rather eat herring. 
7b. Yes, but you are a negro who never eats okra. 


8a. Women smoke menthols and spray mint perfume. 
8b. On the other hand, they want tech jobs. 


9a. Shemika traded a litre of Merlot for a bag of chips. 
9b. Her cat was hungry. 


10a. Shemika is a vegan. 

10b. Everything in moderation. 

10c. ...split peas, onion, natural flavors, starch, potato, carrot, yeast extracts, sea 
salt, garlic, parsley, lemon peel, spices, citric acid [made in a facility that 
uses peanuts and other food allergens]... 


11a. Are you obsessive-compulsive? 
11b. No. My life is chaotic. “Chance favors the prepared mind,” but mine is in 


disarray. 


12. Negroes pair eel and Merlot. 
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13a. I have a degree in cybersecurity but would rather earn a living as a 
line cook. 
13b. What is holding you back? 
13c. I'm allergic to the smell of olive oil, and my mother texts me constantly. 
13d. Cybersecurity pays well, and you could move to Boston. 
13e. I am sensitive to cold air and am not Catholic. 
13f. You are a negro and might like Atlanta. 
13g. Iam looking for a different demographic. 
13h. You should consider Miami. 
13i. Gay men are moving to Osaka. 


14. C'est ca. 
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Tiana Marrese 


The Downs of Feathers 


Feathers were flying everywhere 
I couldn't stop crying for all those birds 
I could not stop crying 


—Andrea Gibson 
With other people She sits 
by the flowers holding feathers 
the sounds of laughter filling in her mouth. 
pushing emptiness from their smiles, she tastes nothing but 
measures against solitude’s hold 
They gather Around her so tight 
as their feet dance and 
heavy breathing 
to revival music In cold air 
up and down. Losing the 
beat, reminding them of rhythm with 
a funny story about this note. Can’t remember what 
happened 
last night (breathe) with Joe 
and all those birds 
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Willie Smith 
END OF ARGUMENT 


They kick doors down in the night. Round us up - all suspects not on 
Facefuk. Rip off our faces. Weasels perform the surgery. Blue Doublecross 
denies for cosmetic procedure. Snakes handle the billing. My life savings wind 
up on life support. I bleed for months. One foggy morn the bleeding stops. 

I simply get up, breakfast, shower, dress. Okay in the mirror; pimples 
impossible; wrinkles gone; no need to shave. 

Board the bus. Nobody notices or gives a damn. All aboard giving 
Facefuk head. Return to, bored to tears, work. 

Harriet, my cube neighb, asks where all this time I’ve been? I answer, 
through the wall, I’ve been trying to commit suicide, but it didn’t work. 

She says, yeah, TV worse’n ever. Specially, every time ya turn around, 
all them ads. 

For no good reason, my gonads itch. Rather than, in the privacy of the 
cube, scratch, I get an attack of the bads. Because crime rhymes. 

Leap to my feet. Lope out of my, and around into Harriet’s, cube. 
Grab off a graymetal desk a letter opener. Rip open, buttons popping, my shirt. 
Self-administer a Japanese laparotomy. 

While Harriet dies laughing, I struggle to yell, but no longer possess 
the guts. Collapse to the olefin. Flop around in steamy gobs of innards 
arguably no longer mine. Lapse into shock. 

Harriet leaves off giggling. Out of her purse rustles a fin. Steps over 
my agony. Shoots a blank zombies would die for at the popcorn ceiling. 
Parades down the aisle be damned. 

Hops nextdoor for a cross-ant, beside a polyethylene spork on a 
bleached napkin, next to a café au Starfuk. Thanks her lucky stars the event 
waited till break, as she munches oleo, soy, bleached flour, posting on Facefuk 
now - just now - in customer service an opening. 


MANHOLE MANIA 


I’m way deep into manholes. Got a manhole jones. Been visiting lately 
the Sewer. She sports piercings. Needle in each eye. Gives her the look of a 
double-pithed frog. But, pretty braindead myself, I never point out the 
resemblance. 

Earlier today the Sewer and I are discussing points of view. 

“Look at light,” she says around half-a-dozen pins clamped between 
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her lips, while she treadles the Singer. “A wave or a particle? Depends on how 
you look at it. Not to mention, without light you can’t look at anything to begin 
with.” 

I quibble. Point out without light you can’t see shit. Sure. But you can 
still look. All you want. We agree to disagree. She gets back to work, sewing up 
holes in my undershirt. I squat topless, wordless, waiting, watching a floater 
cross my view of her bare foot working the treadle. As the floater passes over 
her big toe, I note a pink scratch in the cherry polish. 

Somebody down the block flushes a toilet. A butterfly in Brazil 
blushes at an offcolor joke. Some fairy imagines a toucan cracking a can of 
laughter. 

I decide to get the hell out. Climb the iron rungs back up into the 
daylight. Reminding myself it isn’t really shit until the fat lady sings. Maybe 
not technically till you wipe. Up to which moment shit is full of you. 

Wipe to right now — up here in the projection booth of my own film. 
We - the royal we - are watching, back in the Third Grade, an Encyclopedia 
Britannica film about bees. They are busily oozing royal jelly. A dozen bees 
huddle around the queen, who is a ringer for the Sewer. They feed her their 
secretions. We start to salivate, wondering how a stung tongue would taste. 

Taste wood, pinpoints, stinger splinters. The queen’s feelers, in the 
right light, we see, indeed mimic the needles piercing the Sewer’s pupils. 

The machinegunning Singer at my groin points. Creating in the 
bladder a need to wee. Feel down there repeatedly getting kneed. 

Wipe to dozens and dozens of bees feeding jelly to babies trapped in 
hexagonal cells. The Sewer — whom the queen offstage prompts — mandibles 
chewing syllables - urges us to grab the pass off the hook beside the 
blackboard, scurry down the hall. 

But Teach insists on being a butt. Demands we remain a prisoner at 
our desk till the end of the movie officially releases class. Teach looks exactly 
like the Sewer. Minus the needles. So we pull two out of the blue, jump up, 
skewer both eyes. Race down the hall. Just in the nick of urine wee properly. 
After, looking in the mirror, sure enough, it’s just me. The bees are gone, too. 
Whee! 

Find myself looking at a manhole. Remove and clang the lid onto the 
curb. Climb down. Relate all of the above to the Sewer. She nods. Hands me, 
pins still between lips, the unholey undershirt. 

Get back - top all put back together — to work obsessing on streets 
dotted with manholes, listening in the leaky gloom to the stink. Smell, way 
down in the cafeteria below, heating up for lunch, leek soup. 

The Sewer brags she is related to Dylan Thomas. Every drop of blood 
in her veins Welsh. When she is not sober, she loves to drink. She also, when 
drinking, between drinks, loves to sing. 

I bet the Sewer a dollar she welshes on the bet. She sighs. Refuses the 
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odds. Takes her foot off the treadle. Lets the Singer idle. Points out I’m being, 
once again, self-referential. 

I refer to no such thing. 

Sure enough, the Singer flatlines. I’m thrown down through a black 
hole of dumb shit to the foot of Persephone’s throne. Who won't get off the 
phone, laughing with, on the other end, the Sewer, about how funny I look. 
Asks if that Hercules shirt done yet? Nods. Chuckles. Nods a few more times. 
Finally, the Queen of Hell ends the call. Tucks the cell into her bodice. Shoots 
me an icy glare. 

I try to return a funny look. But, face it- dead manhole maniacs boast 
no faces. Not a man. Nota hole. Not even the odd crazy. I wave at a last 
particle of thought. The film loses its loop. Accordions off the sprockets. The 
whole hive blurs. The voices wobble through basses into quiet. I, the Sewer, 
Persephone, the royal wee, into the invisible audience plop. 

A toucan, without meaning to, gulps the butterfly, while his beak 
punches open a can of Budweiser. 

Persephone pitches into the pitchdark a pomegranate. Heaves in the 
direction of the bounces a pitchfork. Climbs into the booth. Rewinds, then 
restarts, the same old goddamn reel. 


Down in the sewer I hunch, passing, in the leaky dark, the time of day 
with the Sewer. She is sowing seeds of unrest in a dead rat. As she pokes her 
needle through a black beady eye, in my memory flares, like a magnifier 
focussing the sun onto the head of a kitchen match, last night’s dream: 

The Inquisition is forcing me to eat my eye. The orb sits looking at me 
on the plate. A fork in my left, in my right a steak knife. 

They have planted in my head electrodes. A baritone voice advises me 
to slice the ball into quarters. Easier to chew. They only wish to simplify the 
process. 

I finger the socket where the eye up to a few days ago lodged. Healing 
nice. They really are being nice. Especially considering what must have been 
the depravity of my deeds. Whatever they might have been. The Inquisition 
has, thoughtfully, surgically removed from my memory any recollection of 
whatever horror I did or said that wound me up strapped to this chair before 
an iron table in a grungy dungeon they keep reminding me is directly below 
the sewage treatment plant; so I can just imagine what must comprise the 
brown liquid that drips viscously onto my scalp, my shoulders, the floor, the 
table, the plate. 

A drop bull’s-eyes the pupil pointed up at my remaining eye. 

“The longer you wait,” intones the priest, “the more excrement you 
need to ingest.” 

“And they speak not,” the Sewer bites off a thread, “in jest?” 
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I relate, ignoring the crack, how I grudgingly quarter the eye, ocular 
fluid squirting my face at each knife scritch. Fork into my yap an orb frustrum. 
Bite down on the gristly gobbet reminiscent of boiled beef heart. Heart 
pounding, wake - chewing - to the ceiling of the basement studio apartment 
from which later this morning the sheriff finally evicts me. 

“So you plan on,” the Sewer tongues a fresh thread, “moving in with 
me? You’re welcome to do so,” she squints, angling through the eye the 
moistened thread. “But, I must warn you, you'll be required to put up, down 
here, with even more shit than in the world above.” 

“How so?” I watch her sew another invisible seed through the pelt’s 
other eye. 

Nobody can see the seeds because they are dead peoples’ memories. If 
she didn’t sew the memories into rats like this, the people would never be 
reborn. She’s the only Sewer responsible for all of Seattle, so she has her work 
cut out for her. Today not as busy as some, though, as only five humans in the 
metropolitain area croaked yesterday. 

“You'll hafta,” she gropes inside the mouth, fingers curling up toward 
the back of the pharynx, as one might in a similar cavity probe for the G spot; 
feels and then tugs out the thread; careful to leave the seed stuck between the 
buck teeth, “earn your keep.” 

“How so?” 

“Thave an opening.” She bites off the thread. Flips the flat stiff corpse 
into my lap. “Ineed someone to sterilize the memories. Seattle’s population is 
booming. More people than ever before dying. I can’t keep up. I need all the 
help I can get. You can start with that one right there.” 

“What does sterilization,” I frown down at the seedy remains, 
“entail?” 

“You bite off the tail. Knot it around the neck in a cute little bow. Pop 
the result in your mouth. Gobble it down quick as catch can.” 

“Won't that make me sick?” 

“Sure. You'll get a humongous bellyache. Heartburn, borborygmus, 
gerd the flavor of raw rat-turd. But then, after about an hour of agony, relief 
comes in the form of an immense fart. Which, of course, proceeds to ensoul 
somewhere some newborn. Memory all fresh and empty and eager to record 
yet another meaningless life of shit, boredom, turmoil, orgasm, terror, 
heartache, the usual.” 

I glance up in time to catch her lance the eye of a new rat with a 
freshly-threaded needle. Inspires a dream ember to spit a spark firing me to 
remember the Charles Kurrault voice, as I gulp the bolus of eye and spit, 
purring inside my skull, “Tell the Sewer she’s full of shit — you can’t do that. Is 
there not something ELSE?” 

“Sure,” she looks up from her task, stares through my eyes, reading 
the passage just recalled. “You can, through the various passages down here, 
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hunt rodents. Kill “em, jerk ‘em, get ‘em ready for seed sowing. My name, by 
the way, is Elsie. You can call me Else.” 

So that’s how me and my manhole mania come to haunt the sewer — 
bumblebee-restless on 24/7 rat patrol; not even in my dreams is any beast in the 
sewer safe. 

Other choice, of course, as the sheriff — fatso with wattles that quiver 
when he grouses, badge over left tit and a cowboy hat — kicks down the door: 

Unscrew the bulb (left burning all night). Bare hundred-watter. Only 
light source in the dump. Not now needed, sunlight pouring through the 
window up near the ceiling. Wet fingers in mouth. Extract - sucking, slurping 
— digits. Jam same into socket. 

Sheriff stood in the middle of the studio aghast. Just starting to get 
pissed now he’s got a body to haul... 

“Okay — I'll take it.” 

That night, if memory serves everything on the menu, I dream I’m a 
nerve cowboy loping along on my beloved palomino Synapse. Riding down 
desert rats. Twirling overhead a proletariat lariat. Overwhelming the 
dialectical with fecal materialism. 


My first catch looks like James Cagney. Short, slight, sour-faced. His 
buddy - a plump, cigar-huffing Edward G. Robinson — waddles off to safety, 
while I shake Cagney by the neck, in his face spitting, “You dirty little human!” 

“TIl have you up,” Cagney blurts through the chokehold, “for Murder 
One!” 

I look — above the buck teeth — on either side of the conical snout - at 
the beady little eyes. Begin to have second thoughts. Second thoughts beget 
thirds. The DRAGNET theme sounds. 

The sewer bad enough. Suppose he’s right, I get caught myself, 
arraigned, tried, convicted, wind up in the hole at Sing-sing. Is keeping a job 
worth the risk of hard time? 

Decide, till I come to some kind of decision about Cagney, to stash the 
jerk in a ziplock. Decide to leave the container partway open, to let in air (what 
passes for air down here). But he keeps squawking about the law and getting 
an attorney and he’s got a cousin up from South America big as a house, 
named Cappy Barra. So I zip the plastic all the way up. Run two fingers along 
the top, snapping the seal tight. 

“Let him cool his heels on an oxygen count, so I can hear myself 
think,” I hear myself think. 

The Sewer, you see, failed to explain how I’m expected to kill these 
things. Or maybe she did, and I was daydreaming, or the details too sordid to 
recall, repressed the whole mess. Well, if I just stand around marking time, 
sucking, as it were, plums off my thumb, letting nature run her course, and, as 
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always, the individual lose the race, get so out of breath, just trying to stay 
alive, as to plum suffocate... 

A just end. Because, if he’d just shut up, Inever would’ve zipped up 
the bag. Teach Cagney a lesson. As if the dead ever learn anything beyond 
nothing left to learn. 

I’m looking up at the well-nigh invisible wall arched overhead. 
Hoping against hope to spot the next leak, as I eke along in the dark, so Ill 
sport a chance to dodge the next drip, when my right arm reports, to the mush 
crowding my skull, the ziplock has become suddenly light. 

Next instant my uplifting, forward-stepping foot reports, scrabbling 
off the shoe, what sure feels like four super-light feet. More correctly, I — 
progressing down the passage — pause: four paws. 

Shit! A drip splats the end of my nose. 

I forgot - no harder for Cagney to gnaw through the bag than for shit 
to slick through a tin horn. I start to rush after where my ears detect the 
scamper, when somebody, sounds like inches in front of my big toe, flushes 
what sounds like, splatting the concrete, diarrhea. About-face. Hurry into the 
dark about where I seem to remember Robinson vanished. Swish family 
Robinson Crusoe. 

Slip on human waste. Wind up face down in more of the same. First 
day on any job, remind my re-assembling self, never a piece of cake. Wake up, 
a fullgrown roach invading my snoring mouth. Spit, swat, flail. Sit up. 

Realize, slow as fingers fishing for keys in an unreachable pocket, still 
a few hours left before the sheriff comes to pitch yours penniless out onto the 
pavement. Behind sleep-frazzled eyes glimmers the hope I land not too far 
from a manhole, or some similar opening requiring waste experience plus 
skills with darkness and decay. 

“Else” my mother’s name. The slut who popped me into this world of 
shit and taxes. She right now down on her knees shooting craps with 
Persephone. Winner hold the phone. Loser take the call. 

“There must be something ELSE,” I sob to the Sewer. “Something else 
besides the call - the Call of the Sewer!” 

“Yesh, my shun,” she lisps around the pins, tying a cute Windsor for 
Mickey Jesus Rat. “Hunt down that roach. Pop the critter in your piehole. 
Chew it up good, get the spit to flow. When the sheriff pounds, open up. Spit 
in the pig’s flabby face, get him to employ his snub nose to add you to my list.” 

“List,” I say, groping on all fours, in my ratty undershirt and invisible 
boxers, focussing on a two-inch roach paused on a chair leg; quivering feelers; 
cussing me in wigwag. “List — oh, list!” 

The list from which no ship dare write. 
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FROM HELL WITH LOVE 


Slipped myself a Mickey. Right mouse clicked delete. Boarded 
Steamboat Willie. Took a powder inside a keg over Niagra down to Pluto. 

Popped - a la John Glenn - out of keg. Hopped the ferry that pulled 
alongside. Flipped the pilot a Kennedy half. Bumped at length against the far 
shore. Scampered off to locate Minnie. 

We had just been married. Cake still on lips. Strolled through the 
garden, trading gold futures. Till a snake bit her foot. Now up to The Mick to 
foot the bill if we ever again to coo. 

For what seemed days, in a daze, I followed the urine brick road. At 
last came upon the City of Dis. Sneaked under Dat Gate. Hustled down Dese 
Avenues. Darted across Doze Plaza. Entered, as if being interred, the F-Word 
Palace, where Dis discovered Himself on a throne of iron gilded with rust — 
from the many, many tears. 

The wizard’s lidded eyes watched the intruder. I glimpsed mirrored 
on the pupils only my little black-and-white self; the hundreds of attendants 
crowding the chamber being beings incapable of reflection. 

“Holy cats,” Dis finally exclaimed. “We got rodents!” 

Persephone, seated beside Him costumed as the Witch of Endor (it 
was Halloween - always down there Halloween) farted. From a distant room 
Pluto barked. The stink fought for recognition above the brimstone. 

“Ym here,” I squeaked up at the obscenity slouched on the twisted 
throne, “to reclaim my wife. I pose no threat. Represent no colonial iceberg tip. 
No flesh and blood in its right mind would ever dream of infesting this 
shithole. Give back my wife, and your turnips, caviar, pomegranates, whatever 
you goblins gobble, stay untouched.” 

A harmonica leaped into my little white fist. “Here - lemme blow a 
tune to melt your heart.” 

Persephone belched ozone. Predicted the fall of Israel. Then motioned 
I toss the harp. Nobody in hell a follower of anything not discord. 

“T can blow that, too!” 

Dis shrugged, “Take the bitch. P in the A anyway. Scatters her scat all 
around the kitchen. Only use for her is to chew the cheese off my frenulum. 
But, hey, watch it — don’t look back; not till you reach topside.” 

He rooted a finger up a nostril. Winced. Yanked. Contemplated on the 
tip - in the torchlight — a sooty booger the size of enough plastic explosive to 
bring down a jet. “So turn around. Scat!” 

I did. Weaved through the slavering attendants garbed in rags of 
goldshot silk; the bonier specimens leering at my round black body. 

For days I hiked through gloom along the urine path, hearing at my 
back my every step dogged. Trek the psychic equivalent of an orgasm in 
reverse. All the while the wheels of cogitation spinning, digging ever deeper 
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the following rut: 

If I fail to look back, I believe Dis; show faith in hell. On the other 
appendage, the devil being the devil, he’s lying; what's behind is a fake — a 
zombie knockoff or some giant insect made in Japan. Minnie still back in the 
toilet, mind overflowing with rot. 

I can't play the dupe. Even if Iam Mickey Mouse. This is the Big Tent. 
Anchored to the pole that turns the stars. Too much contradiction for my dick. 

I whipped around - ready for either rage or ecstasy - first ray of dawn 
not quite hit — and it isMinnie, who bursts into tears, waving to me a last paw, 
as she vanishes into the mouth of... Pluto... yapping at the morning paper 
flung out front on the concrete. 
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Pearl Button 


from trembling underfoot 


PROGNOSTICATORS’ CIRCUS 


— vernaculars: semi-ephemeral 
handshake patterns emergent upon the chemical world — 
she|he snuck under the canvas wall; 
circus pinned emerald 


hung 
on the edge of the bounding plain 


reality seemed a vertiginous map 


ratcheted up banks of wooden pews 
audiences tense 
topological display of social rectitude 
choked fingers in fist’s clinch, seeds untwittered along still branches 


Durga’s children seek amongst tulle banners, plumed horses, tumblers and 
high-wire prancers 


big-top pronouncements 
that loud man in a top hat 


why, what for 
to know 
where the next foot will fall 
Giantess of all circular things, radii reined 
saddled pi & rode sublunary spires 


grazed subsequent, carnal intersections 
absurdity in the absence of god: born face to face with the irrational 


more practically, how to avoid 


crushing 


211 


certainty 


death 


ARA 


oh to know 
sidereal tracks foreseen, sideshow timetables, signs marked 
pundits of future promise in swallow coats and gossamer dresses 


and yet 
chromatic entrails veer light-wise, wary of suitors 
noise protocols still deal with arbitrary data 


the obligate chase 
message patterns where tokens wink hello 
before handshake pattern engages 


chaos, that bed which charters ocean's finest waves 
chemical machines entreat eternal containment 


the eye, the ear, nose, skin’s trembling under touch 


autonomous maps Fibonacci & leaflets conspire 
non-empty pre-messages unbox their act 


circus, place for answers, gather, grieve incoherence, death's sway with fear 
she! he & rowan tree listen 
top hat offers assembled wisdom 


ARA 


she | he: skeletal, upright, exact 
shelhe: bronze castanets, liquid triangles 
kettle drums colliding 


shelhe: dark fish with a golden head 
localized & linguistic, order in entropy’s heated sea 


each living entity a conservatory of small logics 
trembling 
palimpsest 
contingent 
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functional 


in the centre ring, under canvas, gaudy darkness, limbs gently undulate 
lineages of how-tos unwind for audience minds 


outside the doors, chasms float upon the riparian-ridden plain 
supple veridian stems impregnate horizontal winds 


in those shallow doorways to here, ambulatory boundaries, perverse realities 


rocks, burnt sienna clouds, crimson meridians thwart 
any plea that might be made against aneroid nausea 


oh to be an accurate prognosticator, earn a place under the top hat 
but each impresario stumbles, crumbles under death 

proves not to have known 

nevertheless, popcorn under seats 


audience and the cerulean dream 


billowed silk, lips as small as currants, words purse 


designate some form of lyric answer 
..and for we others, sighs & other pallid longings 


she | he 
citizen of the Giant’s succulent umber 
pain’s directive, a respective locality, emotion’s material efficacy 


small indigo flares of roasting 
peanuts presto, cartographic circles amongst the endless 


prognosticators facing down 
the rampant the seated 


rowan tree and its seeds in the tent’s doorway watching 


white horses, their tails 


promethean feathers 
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hover & brood 


to know 
the audience seated in terror panting 
to know 
here can be pinned such yearning 


tumbling in small globes, diviners seek 
cadastral allegiance amongst heated dreams of loyalty 


promised safety from the dancing 
from feet of enormous 


poTentiAl 
supplicants to the big-top 
ticket-takers & concessionaires 


pigeons roost 
ARA 


roost 


over the torpid cassandric lovers 
apollonian honour guards 


vagary of the nightmare 

the fat lady blows the unicorn’s abandoned horn 
Mercator coordinates pinion feathers, waves shift 
signify, lightness of being, wayward elucidation 


to the ear the world maps, tone’s angular momentum 


dark burrows of directionality 
those thorny, noisome places 


beetles seen between fingers covering faces 
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a blind creatrix blazing sequins & skin 

to know which way the foot will fall 

dancers scudding through rings of fire 

banished magicians covenant poppies 


golden 
raven wings aflame with laughter 


all through the beating air 
voices incessantly disappear interstices 


of belonging vacancy & vibrancy 


the circus 


blanketed with ideoloGical comfort 


huddles of audience perch, senses 


pregnant, pulse & outside the Giantess still dancing 


ARA 


we small chemical machines born of iT 


tambourines rolling drunkenly 


signage on the move, breezes spicy and ranting 


cymbals rouged cheeks crashing 


on its way out the door 
she Ihe took the centre mic and uttered 
beauty of the unmade 


incantations toward an impossible familiarity 
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re-entrance to the tumult 
floss on the empty breath of late 


to trust eaR and the many other 


crests that kiss in the wind 


she he joins rowan tree 


ARA 


afternoon 


itis enough 


darting 
chimera 


in the stony world, tumultuous comfort 


we, argent & immense 


hand open for contact 
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Nine Dali Etudes 


THE BURNING GIRAFFE 


Open drawers 
ladder down bare torso and 


leg. 


What was 
inside? 


Capacity? 
Nothing peeking 
out. 


Drawers unable 
to be closed. 


The giraffe forgets 

its burning back 
to stare out at 
the open. 


What stakes 

the third figure's 
skull, neck, 
back? 


A sonnet 
of penises? 


The front 
woman's drawers 


are dreamers 


in the way 
of answers. 
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Thomas Fink & Tom Beckett 


METAMORPHOSIS OF NARCISSUS 
Double egg balance — 


one vegetal 
in grip 


of reflection. 


Violent birthing to follow? 


Eggs 


with unseen eyes? 


Blossoming head 
takes a knee 
over water. 


(The crime of 
self-regard.) 


THE SPECTRE OF SEX APPEAL 


On a beach 
the Little Boy 
in a Sailor's Suit 


before an immense 
but partial object 
(me too). 


Wood? Iron? Untempered 
steel? Compromised 
flesh? 


The material condition 
of hallucinations 


is various. 


Two moneybags pointing above 
where the head 
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would be 


ersatz breasts 
(counterfeits). 


NAPOLEON'S NOSE 


Bruised sky 
receding behind desert. 


She fished 
a stone face 
out of its wooden 


niche, but not 
the ghost 
remainder. 
The emperor 
has no closure. 


THE LUGUBRIOUS GAME 


In nightmares 
things almost rhyme. 


Airborne hats 
spurn human perches. 


Her finger penetrates 
the vagina 


on top of her head. 
He squeezes 


a handful 


of raw meat 
and soils his pants. 


Above him, an 
arthritic hand 
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reaches toward 
billowing monstrosity. 


SLEEP 


Reality's 
a series 
of crutches 


upon which 
Sleep depends. 


The muscular brow 
needs the most 


support. Closest 
to thought. 


Various staples. 
What fastens 
dreamthought? 


An ear, 
thought's closet door, 


draped 
with a cloak. 


ILLUMINED PLEASURE 


Frames within 

a frame. 

Which riders will 
collide? Which 
will swerve in 
time? 


Will bloated patriarch's 


smile fit 
today's frame? 
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Will satyr 

and prey 

drown together 
in the half-shell? 


Time 

for peepshow 

target practice. 

THE WEANING OF FURNITURE-NUTRITION 
Sand and sea 

framed by 

her. 


Is she window 
or door? 


Open, 


always. 


THE PERSISTENCE OF MEMORY 


Sun outside time 
frame melt. 


the slide 
(yes it is), 


on the fence. 
On the mend? 


Beached indeterminacy. 
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Devon Balwit 


Dancing in a Ring 


I. 


[Max Ernst and the Summer Solstice] 


Well-tempered characters, we limit the peak to 
peak value between our indignation and our 
indulgence. We see no faces in burnt toast. 
Whether here by divine fiat or chance, we make the 
same commute. We trim back our garden beds and 
bin the throttled petals. Our offspring please and 
disappoint us by turns as does the provisional 
nature of our bodies. Still we are grateful for them. 
We skein ourselves together and hobnob in an 
angle of limbs. Alternating between shots and 
seltzer, we irrigate our ear canals with ideas and 
feel wet as they drain. We walk our dogs in the 
melancholy dusk and pick up after them, mostly. 


I want to see what they see, but like a child, can’t peer over. Er, 
let me in, I say, but they close ranks, a brotherhood, hooded. 
Irun up and down, pressing, peering, ring 


impenetrable, like a lost dog sniffing for familiar odors, doors 
shut, all strange. And if I look within, what then? Then, 

as in the Holy of Holies, there might be nothing, nothing 

the king’s dingus dangling, exposed. If I shout this out, out 
in the world, perhaps they will topple like my willow, lower 
each year until the whole trunk cracks like bone. Own 

the envy, the fawning projection, I chide. I’d 


join if they let me. 


IL 


I want to see what you see, but like a child, can't peer over, vert 
my gaze within your circle. Let me also touch the bright orb, orbis 
mundi. Explain to me the way of pronouncements, cement 
bunkers, fields blossoming bones, onerous 

meetings of power with power. Were 

I you, I might be different, rent 

cross-grain. More likely, once having golden touch —ouch! 

I'd get up to the same mischief, chief 
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of demons. Plus ga change, plus c'est la méme chose. (Oh.) 


II. 

I want to see, but like a child, can’t, can’t! 
Can only, endlessly speculate, late 

to the party. I sniff and prowl, owl 

eyes piercing the dark for puny hearts, art 
my only comfort, my only forte. 


First Swimmers 


All chordata bloom from a single spine, opening 
and closing like cootie-catchers, first assays 
painted over, yet still visible beneath the skin of 
what came later. Limbs pinwheel through blue, 
reaching for the four corners, lost in the dreamy 
slip of water across secret places, whispering 
inwardly, oblivious to future iterations. 


(After Pablo Picasso’s La Nadadora (La nageuse), 1929) 


Fixed 


How we all want to be seen, through the lens 
of love, aperture just 


wide enough, light limning our best 
features, what we hunger for 


doubled in our eyes, the moment's 
flattery, fulsome 


before bubble-burst, before the nothing 
that comes after. 
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The Unveiling 


No Jesus up a tree, nor martyred saint. No brothel 
virgin, softened for entry. Unhanded, stripped of 
limbs, I make a lively torso. Torqued. Persimmon 
sour. Your door opens to a window. Reveals a 
single dove looking where I’ve flown. 


(after Nelly Sanchez’ “Juste La...”) 


Method & Madness 


Each dawn, I tiptoe around tacks spilled overnight. 
My hands lever me light if not airborne. Threat 
clusters, but where? Always, a stray, and I find it. I 
could shine a lamp and kneel but am not so 
inclined. More natural, the blind stab and the oath, 
the yawing choleric dance. 
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from Gypsy Poet Tour 


(45) 


If there's more than 
one Earth, is there 


more than one God? 
Even if there's 


only one God, 
is there more than 


one Son of God? 
And if there's more 


than one Son, are 
They all carbon- 


based, like ours, 
or is there One 


who's silicone? 
Could we love a 


Reptile Jesus 
they way we love 


the Bearded One? 
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Tom Montag 


(46) 


Sign says, "After 
you die you will 


meet God." I say, 
"If you live right 


you will have met 
him before then." 


(58) 


Who opens 
the trees where 
flowers find 


the light? Who 
sends the light? 
Is there a 


God for woods 
and flowers? 
(62) 

Stars offer 

the sky 


in all its 


loveliness. 
Hope is 


the speck of 


light which 
speaks for us. 
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(65) 


Not myth 
shall we make 


of bone and 
blood, grass 


and leaf, 
wind, water, 


all things seen 
and unseen, 


these things 
we love — 


not myth 
shall we make, 


but mystery. 
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Mary Kasimor 
in the machines 


we are pa 
gans with our finest Voices 
after turning of f 

the television (and leavin g) 

i was left behind 

in five different places 

eating oa tmeal 

gum my bears 

the blue pill gathers 

its sleep toge ther 

in the mornings 

gathe red emergencies 
ambiguity 's in the machines 
its rusted grinder bled over 
all the stitching 

and layers of th e rest 

of us 

worn ou tside our 

lifesty lesdan cing 

to universal blindness 

with out health insurance 
check the dum psters 
stopping the eb b of sacrifice 
asshel fish little beans 
we border ourselves 

over th ere 

over her e we retain 

ourid entities startling 

the words thatc ame 

and wen t 


with pricy subtraction 
and pom posity like a rose 
af lower 

a starf ish 
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outside of myself 


when the room was re-decorated 
the old walls flung out 
of the window 
the voices are screwdrivers 
ending life and electricity 
prim and contained 
chew your food slowly 
mouth closed and crossed 
(do not gossip) 
the two voices hear themselves 
and leave the room 
i listen to the death 
of a spider 
with all the webs of spain 
the natural beauty left the land 
it repeats itself 
(new babies) 
being born repeats itself 
without words tone celebrates 
sound let’s hear her 
strategy leaves 
and is without a plan 
i walk without direction 
with an old tradition of mouths 
touching air 
i was supposed to be 
something 
imagined strength 
while i sit on the outside of myself 
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in love 


my Mouth STumbled 

OUT in love 

mumbled Out 
the CIGarette 

tasted Good 

after along evening 'S si 

lence 

i wanted The fire 

out 

OF thunder 

from darkNESS 


burned into the first Era of O-ceans 
i wanted the wooden 
wrought IRon 
the HEAViness of water 
i wanted The PAIN 
of a distracted Sound 
stitched 
blood chemicals and BLeach 
the energy of trans parent 
lig hting 

and NY lon faces and ELbows 
you float EMpty armed 
oceans o pen TO the sounD 
as repetition and SPEcTacle 

a ParaDe of nerves 
and REAsons sitting 
in bodies inl ove 

thinkING 

we are only CHairs and shadow s 
AND clothes hangers hung Out to dry 


while the old Woman re- Visits 
herself for a second 
o pinion in the AIR 
her voice s Chose 

holding the PHYsics 
of circles 
TO touch time quickly Away 
after separating from practice 


AFTER the children Are lost 
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edge of cognition 


indoor skydiving into /an envelope 

i have left myself for you /on blank 
pieces of paper repeating my/selve/s 
repeating iam a grass/hopper leaping 
taking the earth /away what shadows 
they are /encrypted in this remote 
control /water a sip here and there 

we dance around the dry fountain 

/we haven’t designed ourselves well 

if i scream /you will take out my heart 
rub it in salt /my pickled heart /my words 
on repeat control /how many pounds 
of flesh? /chewing ourselves up 

the layers of humiliation where we 

are /high for another day smelling 
ourselves the industrialized smell /of 
who they are following /our illness 
coming to the edge of re/cognition 

to what i might be in the final rows 
planted seeds /the crows with their tiny 
fingers /wait to be eaten i am alloy 
metallic hissing iam described without 
entrance /or exit where the poetry 
plays with children 
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Daniel f Bradley 
from Sometimes a Great Nozzle 
Because diamonds are forever 


I love harder than you 

I will encompass your desk and you will see 

Love as the great colonizer 

Containing some scattered and some more delineated 
threads on fair Lover 

as the great colonizer the reflexive machinations of 
Wilkinson's Proud Fleshpot attendance to 

dislodge these these aphids 

but ultimately reinforce and re-inscribe them 

Do I drown in this grotto of superfluity 


Abyss Quenchers 


Something about the cover-up intrigued me 
Something timeless 

Something natural 

Something familial 

For some rebuke I turned to the last poet 

in the bookend this one and and re-read 
Purchased the purchased the bookstall 

And re-read at honeybee 

The muscular and the natural sexuality mesmerized 
And the and the enemy so so 

Adamic in its naming and so mystical in its enemy 


Phantasia Aqua Twirl 


Thrown backcloth by the by the etymology 

rocket of the earthwork 

we pushed forward toward the toward the dosage 
stepson by stepson 

to the incredible cricket that in estuary 

bridged the temporal and the in-temporal 

How we might How we might crossword was 
held in the barking of the destroyer dog 
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from Repetition Pander 


Got folks, got knives, got to cut something. The world's last male northern 
white rhino has died, leaving only two females left to save the subspecies from 
extinction. Happy Kingdom is pretty fun. Don’t you love the mind-blowing 
plot twist that seems to come out of nowhere, yet makes complete sense, and 
prose about our fascination with dolls and where the streets have no shame. 
Revered Green will be glad to see you, when you haven’t a pray. The civil wars 
and the uncivil wars. Sometimes it’s just woo woo hoo Yonge st Friday night. 
No Slayer butt ass. She’s always been a sack cloth designer as far as I know. 
Over head a rainbow appears in black in and white. Oh snap! The rock cried 
out. 


p 


Do you know the names of each of these different weapons? Do you have the 
knowledge to make Royalty, Knightly Nobility, or will you end up among the 
peasants? A security guard recalled being asked where all the women were, 
apparently in earnest, in the minutes before he began his slaughter. 
Countdown to ecstasy. The loneliness of sounds from another apartment, 
ballot stuffing, do you want to come, it's free and their playing some Wagner, I 
mean what could go wrong? Then we realize that 100-year-olds can probably 
still recall the embarrassment or shyness or guilt or anger of their adolescent 
self. And the crap in the air will fuck up your face. And I get a li'l bit of Paris 
back when I hear this. You look so dumb right now standing outside my 
house. 


p 


We all know that love, when it comes sex-wrapped and drooling with lust's 
vice-grip talon-like circumstances will kindly rip you a new one and absolutely 
slaughtered this, his own version. RIP. Watch out and have a love, we'll travel 
wow I never remembered the violin. She also had a public house named after 
her in Pontypridd. 7:00pm - 9:30pm. An undercover cop in a not-too-distant 
future becomes involved with a dangerous new drug and begins to lose his 
own identity as a result. I got the sling shot I got the stone to prioritize prestige 
programming over generic drama. Mushrooms Can Eat Plastic, Petroleum and 
CO». Legitimise and then consummate your relationship with your mono- 
mixed Beatles albums and coloured 12-inches. Now we wait to see how the 
earth retaliates. 


233 


from Pieces in the Old Style of Berrigan, for Spicer 


Come to Toronto 

Most of the words are brand names although 

This is the thing that I grew up with and I think everybody grew up with 
We growled and snarled like badly kept animals 

Her knowledge of European history was zero 

To see stags in your dreams indicates much toil and small recompense 
Music that’s is dumb on purpose 

Inever permitted Mr. Trudeau to fuck me 

Oh, I can keep secrets too 

Here is a little song about hunger 

By the gym teacher proclaiming overly breathy prose 

Wally became obsessed with the idea that he had been railroaded 

To turn his daughter, out onto streets to hustle 

There are no flies on me Toronto 


p 


And by the number in those days 

But I’m having a line of coke with you 

My wife and I are students 

Old time sailor moon being keel-hauled 

The six-million-dollars man works on the same principal 
Pretending all these years 

Heard mutterings 

The cut marks were the same oh I can keep secrets too 
And that little box has been opened before 

Back in Toronto Vivi was growing up 

And weird but I could dig it 

But I quickly forgave them those other times for what they do 
The title is taken from the songs by Cohen 

A little song of hunger 
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M.J. luppa 
Winner, Winner, Chicken Dinner 


Mae was running late. The Clinton Crosstown bus would be at 
her stop in minutes, and if she missed it, she would have to wait 
under the kiosk with those sad sacks who stood too close to her. 
She had to hurry, so she opened the freezer and pulled out a foil 
wrapped chicken leg and left it out on the counter to thaw. All 
day she dreamed of an easy skillet meal— with herbs, and a side 
of rice. That evening, much to her chagrin, she unwrapped her 
plump chicken leg, only to find a solid milk chocolate rabbit. 


Tea Party 


Nothing quite like homemade, but Maeve hadn’t lifted 
a wooden spoon in months. She pushed a wild gray curl 
off her forehead and leaned closer to the cookie display, 
searching package labels for her heart’s desire. Through 
tightly wrapped plastic, she poked the oatmeal-raisins, 
just enough to see if they were tender. She smiled as 

a strong whiff of cinnamon leaked out. Her mouth 
watered, but snickerdoodles caught her eye. She lifted 
the package and thought of Donna who loved these 
more than chocolate chip. What to do? Meanwhile, at 
her kitchen table, Ted E. Bear waited patiently for tea. 


Wish (Want) 


Whose decision was it? Mine, she thought, looking out the kitchen 
window. Tulips in bloom in the back yard made her think of stolen 
kisses. She could meet him at the drop of hat. Some close friends 
were getting together for Sangria on tap. No one would notice her 
sitting next to him —her knee touching his. Oh, excuse me, she shied 
away, her hand hovering over his, slightly. He looked up; his dark 
eyes gleamed like a woodland creature. They both laughed as they 
passed their pitcher around. More? Why yes, she dreamed, there 
will be more of this. 
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Tim Rogers 
Surface of the Self as a Lintel Made of Wood 


I. 
Sacred and damned a cross 
of purposes the self can't always complete 
three 
is not the purest of perfections 
Circles round & autumn 
apples 
vaguely gravid 
admit 
Adam & St. Andrew 
Swiss bowmen 
suffering 
this tree of nourishments 


Make a play of planes & gifts / 
of revolutions 
and 
of fists / 
& fish 
(both infinitely singular 
or of the common 
plural) 


Think of this as Sunday school 


A present edifice 
where rests 


the wind 


II. 
Failure too 
is a revelation 
(the prophet troubled / a man 
Oh, man 


The blues sure do 
Make the time go /by 
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An incessant ticking of the clock 

& chopsticks 

this is the unanticipated antecedent 
to lips 

pursed and pouting 

ripening 

red 

the dwindling season 


Wild strawberries can still be found 
perfuming 
the verges 
Small but not 
insignificant 


Look 
lovingly 
at the trees 


time does not wait for fire 
for flames 


Those limbs 
they sway 
/ they sway 


Whether heavy or of all 
free 
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Andrew Taylor 
From The 280's 


Early bales Derbyshire & Department 79 telecommunication allows for instant 
gratification Chateau d'Hérouville music recorded by the wall a crow on a post 
green backdrop cloud cover solar farm beyond hawthorn elderflower bows in 
acknowledgement before tunnel air exits at pace 


Follow the caw shift in the chorus to an eventual fade a gentle slow form solo 
breaks granite shimmer shadows slowly veer toward an annexe under sun warm 
slate there is movement that diminishes almost immediately a slight return 
towards evening and the eventual calming silence 


Sun penetration pink opaqueness a find at the egg stage evening lanes with dust 
thickened ditches no need to pack right it is minutes away take flight the mural 
of nature mother’s disturbance eventual reorder & unfailing goods alongside a 
quiet acknowledgement of insect highways 


1952 addendum for rum no that is not a train with a facility for keeping tea warm 
non-neon billboard Ogden’s Tom Lord a ready-rubbed Virginia tobacco ideal for the 
new pipe smoker south of New Cut The Docks Line of Railway cotton and corn 
storage Cotton Street appropriately named 


Change but not decay corn cocoa raw cotton oilseeds sugar long hauls from 
quay to warehouse small footprint cellar and six economical for certain classes 
of goods inner motorway plan disruption transit shed relocation track salvaged 
cobbles reset add a silo corner public house 


Pratensis shorn gathered rolled to be collected and stored to be treated by sun 
trace perennial evidence machinery trimmed bramble busies itself amongst lane 
dust boundary greyish brown light greyish olive very light purplish blue light 
greyish yellowish brown dark olive green 
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Sheila E. Murphy 
Chair 


Look at the wood painted blue 
kisses on both cheeks 

a rabble roused inflection 
spawns delinquent splash 


of glitz and same 

in equal measure 

stilted tones to mime 

intention coiled around an absent center 


never enough windows 
to invent transparency 
only aword unpolished, 
unconfirmed, withdrawn 


and still in costume 

throughout the hours of daylight 

turned to frost and dusk 

until accentual contentment frames the rest 


Clyfford Still 


Why yellow here 

Why blood black 

Ijust heard breath go new 

In this aroma near sparks that sustain 

I dry my hands of all your paint 

The scant young semaphore still faint 

I blush into the woodwinds I would play 
Were it not for you and death and parity 
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Hay(na)ku 


touch 
a tercet 
with bare hands 


hold the flute 
hostage just 
once 


listen 
to retort 
after retort, then 


circumcise original intent 
call it 
something 


else 
do not 
refer to it 


at all, surmise 
the present 
tense 


give 
up your 
virginity or symmetry 


just shut up 
for once 
rescind 


presumed 
belief system 
toss it out 


to lusting wolves 


consistency starved 
for 
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genuflection 
popcorn and 
raw meat spoken 


for by other 
wolves unnamed 
anything 


surrender 
the violin 
when least convenient 


hear ye hear 
me all 
year 


vibrate 
insurmountable neglect 
at least once 


truce 


fervor loosens the weave 
sweet soft arms clothed 

in gentle threads of wool 
made white from bleach 


the land in parallel 
achieves a peace 

and many nights concede 
to the intelligence 


of leitmotif made thin 
as ice yet warm 

the small lane near 

a pasture wide 


and lavished with 

inflection that means 
avenues are poised 

toward destinations combed 
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John M. Bennett 
merienda por fin 


in the shelf a shadow swallowed 
in heaving lunch elotes y lumbres 
was brüme disant was un toldo 
explicandose en el aire de la 

tarde oscura no te puse 

el agua adrede no te abri el 
pecho... starved death Is a 
harbinger to remember veins y 
venas veras de frases pegajosas, la 
cocina alumbrada con orinas 
)mask, usual with simpering, to hum 
1líate the avenuel la esencia in 
esencial lo que vale son las 

caras las caras las car al ras 


Jepisodio de periódico inmortal( 


Con dos versos de Jim Leftwich, de su libro 
Transmutations of César Vallejo 
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ilb'al 


These words are the bones of the 
past are the way of sight: 

book mirror crystal eyeglasses 
clock :gut cloaca snore son los 
huevos del aire y añoro el 

ahora en que aparezco en que 
flicker ,flame almost out is a 
circular wall and a gate between 
cheeks a pool fought over 

in the palm of your hand blood 
drips from your eyes 


pinche poesía like clamps 
shut the turd pinched off 

- what you left — a nostril 
blow — stiff mouth shut the 
fuck up I should — or shape yr 
lumbered exit stuffed with 
socks e yr shadow bleeds 
white all the red you strang 
led skin flaked in a bag of 
onions paper sherds I walk 
upon — listing the voices on 

a paperclip — / named yr 
swallowed tortilla - “Frank” I 
think ,or “subsequent meandering” 
‚ah my clotted door ! 


the dream of the letter R 

is a dream of a tool sinking 
in a lake the lake are the 
words you always forgot 
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mirror or lexicon 


can part he as cold now 

had man we too old one 

are hand she not fast small 

are fly you but bare hard 

fly stop ran time start 

man told walk eye taste the 

leg did smell this face 

walk live which lap ate came 

if no us on of work 

where from him the at foot 
where baby them some for beast 
hear which hate eye ran saw but 
its soft fly a foot laugh leg 


small 
bare fly 
cold foot ran 


in cald blood 


single blood single faucet knob 
yr hop flat stream double 

)gnaws in a cage( I felt 

the vacant was it a street ? 

flat cows wander at last the grass 
“simple truth” what shit )was 
clinging underpants( )crack slick( 
troubled mud and nasty ones 
‚trickle past yr door its 
endochronology ifens offless 
thru yr ffeett .bones 

ststicky in socks that is 

your bangk account ‚ash 

and ash and as h 


is deeper than a thaw 
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bowl of grubs 
- Thanks to Bibiana Padilla Maltos 


form's slotted breath on a 

slab writhes ‚bllistered 

socks sunk in a manhole 

drain or slipping voice's 

weak storm outside a 

loom ing mall // 

geese and moths shroud the roof 


a dream of shopping for clothes 
is the dream of a street 

filled with shining worms 

all crawling in the same direction 
‚this must be the dream of the 
sun traversing the sky in 

reverse )world's a box 


your siezured throat ~ 
drowns in air's 
fingered cough sticky 
film in a wallet 

shape 

mouth gun O 
speak a book 


cheese ,soft tines chewed 
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fog pole 

en raft ohn 
meatster ssmm 
oke p late r 
ises 

high tree face 
leaves or fog 
buildemia 

th ink sk 

ull be low y our 
foot 

t 


Janeckinbed ( 


u 
~ 


dime 
pulpo semanticomido 


aexplicable :pl& 
game plor falvor 
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~CHEW~ 


chair chain chair chain chair 
chain chair chain chair chain 
chair chain chair chain chair 
chain chair chain chair chain 
~chair chain H A I R chain chair~ 
chain chair chain chair chain 
chair chain chair chain chair 
chain chair chain chair chain 
chair chain chair chain chair 


=POOOL= 


MOUTH 


SMOKE 


~~ 
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Joe Balaz 


Hawaiian Concrete Poetry 





Akualele 





Elua Pololia 
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— 9D 





\ 


Ola 
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KA DKA DEKA DEKA DESA DEKA DEKA DEKARA 
$$ $$$ $$ 


Waikiki 


Notes 


Akualele 


Ola 


Elua Pololia 


Ukolehe Ukulele 


Waikiki 


Akualele are gods that flew through the air, sometimes in 
the form of fireballs. On various occasions they were sent 
to destroy. Lele means to fly. This piece speaks to the 
rampant gun violence in the United States. 


Life. The L within this piece represents the union of man 
and woman. 


The title of this piece means Two Jellyfish. Maoli is native or 
indigenous. Hapa means portion or part. It can also mean of 
mixed blood. Haole is the word for Caucasian or foreigner. 


This is a fertility piece that intertwines and visually plays 
with the popular string instrument the ukulele. Ule is the 
word for penis. Kohe is the word for vagina. 


A visual commentary of the overdeveloped tourist mecca. 


It asks the question, Why? Money is the overwhelming 
answer. 
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Three Hawaiian Islands Pidgin Poems 


LISTENING TO DA SEALS AT KANA KALUKA 


Listening to da seals 
at Kana Kaluka 


is like experiencing wun foreign language. 
Istay heah on da wharf 
looking down at dem 


while adah people around me 
got dere fishing poles 


and dey stay trying dere luck 


foa go catch someting. 


I stay fishing too 
dough only in my mind. 


While da seals bark into da air 
communicating wit each adah 


I stay tinking about da Pidgin 
dat I going be reading 


foa da symposium tomorrow 
at da college. 
Maybe foa some ears 


I going sound like wun seal too 


but I going chance ‘um 
wit da vernacular 
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cause I know I can. 


Get plenty guys like me 


swimming in da watah 
like seals 


way out west in da Hawaiian Islands 


and dey all stay quite comfortable 
voicing dere opinions 


in wun interesting kalakoa language. 
Now I stay ovah heah 

representing da island lingo 

as I expand da radius 


while casting exploratory lines 
into wun big ocean 


foa catch all different kine fish. 


SURFAH OF DA LOLO KAI 


He wuz da kine of guy 
who wuz wide open and passionate 


so generous and big hearted 
in da mutual wordplay. 


He wen take his friend to his secret place 
to share his mana’o 
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and stories unfolded like perfect waves 
dat he wen invite him foa go ride. 


“Dere you go, brah! 

Dis is wun unreal spot! 

Check out da break 

and go foa it!” 

Da surfing of da mind wuz righteous 
just like he said 

and da friend dat he wen talk to 

wuz so appreciative 

dat he wen share dat wit him. 

But den anadah acquaintance 


wen say latah, 


“You know 
braddah wen show you dat place 


so now you owe him 

foa every wave you catch.” 
Strange kine tinking 

wit negative tendencies 
wuz rewriting da original 
and well-meaning intention. 


It looks like in dis case 


somebody like put 
wun new price tag on aloha 


attached to wun unnecessary IOU. 
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LIILI’I KINE DISTANCE 


Mawaena o ka mana’o 
is wheah da shadow fishes swim. 


Look at all da fins 
like knives through da watah 


cutting through da unseen currents. 
Dere’s wun narrow way 
through da cerebral depths 

as pure as reason 

dat going make wun decision. 
Kekahi mau i’a turn to da right 
kekahi mau i’a turn to da left. 
Kekahi mau i’a rise to da light 
kekahi mau i’a dive to da dark. 
Broke da eyes 

broke da mouth 

broke da unexpected 
swimming all about. 


Go foa broke, brah, 


eidah way 
everybody and everyting 


going win or lose. 


Maloko o ka moana nui 
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from da calm surface 
to da stormy waves 


lilii kine distance 
between na’aupo and na’auao. 


aloha 

chance ‘um 

kai 

kalakoa 

Kana Kaluka 

kekahi mau i’a 

lilii 

lolo 

maloko o ka moana nui 
mana’o 

mawaena o ka mana’o 
na’auao 

na’aupo 

Pidgin 

surfah 


Glossary 


Kindness; good will. 

Take a chance on. 

Sea. 

Multicolored. 

Hawaiian name for Santa Cruz. 
Some fish. 

Small. 

Brain. 

Inside the big ocean. 

Thought, idea, meaning; mind. 
In the middle of the mind. 
Wisdom. 

Ignorance. 

Hawaii Creole English. 

Surfer. 
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Heath Brougher 
Stasis, Disappointment 


So I found myself 

[I am constantly finding myself 
wherever I seem to go] 

with my both of my feet 

stuck in a tiny Sinkhole. 

It wouldn’t budge 

so I was trapped 

and kept finding myself 

in the middle of nowhere 

for an entire year 

before someone finally 
happened upon me 

and helped pry me from 

the Sinkhole which was now 

up to my neck. 

I found myself quite happy 
with my newborn freedom 

until Ireturned home 

only to find out that my membership 
to the Symbionese Liberation Army 
had expired and they would not 
allow me to rejoin! 


To Languish 


Stuck, I'm, 

now; nowhere 

to move or even 

think; the random society 
has forced this down on me; 


I feel I've nothing left to give; 
nothing left to offer of 

my own broken insides; 
battered and 

drained, I'm. 
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Pain in May 


Vile annoise 
rivenrun down 
spinal specimens 
aleaking lineage 
of marrow’s mourning 
bruisen painful 
tissue tear 
unhealed scar 
constantly reopening. 


Teenagers 


Lavender lies laugh under her young, unwrinkled eyes, 
still thinly veiled maturities spill 

from her mouth so unfamiliarized 

and unknowingly frailly disguised 

in the garden's basement as I measure 

the inches from the base to tip 

of these funny falsehoods she so terribly hides 

beneath the dumb facade in which all youth 

seem obliged to imbibe for a brief period of time. 


At least for that time of her life, 

sprouting in size, reality not yet fully realized. 

Not yet fully actualized, her attempts to disguise the Truth 
are weak and marginalized as she 

is yet to be fully actualized though 

she is, without question, alive, 

having over a decade ago attained existence 

when she fully materialized 

from that plane of so many mysteries. 
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Rise and Refract 


Spoken of God raised 

rosemary rosin bags 

having arrived, arises, 

reflecting up and down 

among additional mist mixed into Light 
river straight wide lunar— 

a bushel of push-all of Might 

brings us commodious 

run river 

RISEN-rose rise rise 
irradiating a truckfull 

of atomic Light—> though mutated —> 
could still hold up 

Precious 

Truth/ 

Newfangled 

Sacrosanct 

Answers. 
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Erik Fuhrer 


Two Series 


loop 


fatal you said 
YOU cold and oaken that shaking 
that blood 
awakened the doves and crossed the river 
emaciated folding in half 
OVER AND OVER AND 
YOU dust bone 


dirge of angels humming watch 


YOU white star eyes 


YOU by the river 


thin and thinning 


YOU YOU... 


lop 


oaken 
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awakened the 


emaciated half 

OVER AND OVER AND 
bone 
dirge of humming 
white 
river 
op 
oaken 

awakened 

emaciated 


humming 
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blood 


blood 


I took out your death certificate 


to create an erasure poem 

I thought poeticizing this perfunctory document 
would transform the official into the personal 
but instead it felt like I was blotting you out 
erasing the only evidence left of your death 


I took out your death 


to create a poem 
this perfunctory document 


blotting out 


your death 
* 
I death 
to create 
this 
blotting 
death 
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Kevin Tosca 
The Color of Commitment 


Blue. 

Blue like that ethereal, otherworldly, Odilon Redon blue. 

Like the blue of the balloon heading in the same direction, my 
direction, nearing the intersection and the killers. 

It paid them and the light—red and not at all reminiscent of 
Lamorisse—no mind. 

No way, I thought, does it make it. 

But it crossed the first two lanes with an effortless grace, an 
inexplicable buoyancy (there was zero wind), paused— posed? —on the 
median, then crossed the second two lanes. 

The lights were still red and vicious like an early cheek of Matisse, like 
one of Turner’s seas, so the balloon skirted the bicycle lane and 
waited, seemed to be waiting. 

A bicycler with a boy in his lap couldn’t help himself, gave the balloon 
a gentle punt. 

It pirouetted. 

The lights turned a carcinogenic, Toulouse-Lautrec green that allowed 
me to cross both lanes. As I did, the balloon surged, doubled back, spun in 
circles, spun closer and then spun away. It was dancing. It was flirting. 

It was dancing and flirting with me. 

I thought about stopping even though I never stopped on my way to 
work, not on Sunday morning because Sunday mornings were not meant for 
work. 

They were meant for friends and family, were yellow like Van Gogh’s 
bed, like his fields and flowers and suns: hopeful. 

And heartbreaking. 

I thought about bending down and picking up that balloon because 
that’s what it wanted: my interest and my attention. A friend and family. 

I thought about walking into work with that balloon tucked under my 
arm, keeping it safe in my locker, bringing it home, getting to know it, loving 
it. 

These thoughts, yes, they were as pink and ridiculous as a billion 
Warhol Elvises, yet that damn balloon was still there, still coy and insistent and 
blue, still a question mark, perhaps the most important one, the one I had been 
avoiding. 

I walked faster, put it behind me, tried to put it behind me, but I did 
look back because we always look back, and I saw it dancing closer to the curb 
and the killers, saw it leaping, dancing, closer while I walked and walked and 
walked away. 
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“Pop!?” 

I heard two distinct marks of punctuation, heard the sound and the 
sense, my dead father the latter, the word I once used to address him. 

Memories exploded. 

Regrets surfaced and bobbed like wasted bodies on the turbulent and 
terribly banal waves of the past. 

The violence slowed, but it did not stop me. 

I worked my shift. The shift, like all shifts, was gold like Ingres, like 
Napoleon and all the other golden idiots. 

On my way back to the subway that would take me home, at the 
square turned circus teeming with colorful, depressing, preposterous life, I 
searched for the traces, the blue corpse, the beginning of an answer. 

Saw nothing but hungry children who wanted my interest and my 
attention, who longed for more friends and family, but who were, nevertheless, 
odd, sadistic little creatures, black like Goya’s gods, dense like my 
noncommittal heart. 
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Alyssa Trivett 
Sidewinder 


You'd like to call me a fool if I ever told you so, 
add to the unwinding scroll list on the red carpet 
of things to do around the house, 

ante up, all bets in, 

my sidewinder head will once be whole again, 
instead of making PB&J with my fingers 

I'll use grocery store brand cutlery, 

and rinse off the edge in the sink. 

For now, I've gotta go. 

Raincheck this friendship 

and scratch nails into that elementary chalkboard 
for when they used those in my era, Ninety-two-ish. 
With the chalk that smoke alarmed off in your ears, 
like cracking & knobby knees while cleaning, 

as we live on from year to year to only grow up and make calls 
for quotes for driveway paving on a Saturday off, 
as opposed to shoe shopping with a shopping cart 
with three and a half wheels, 

beats that, 

I suppose, 

no, really. 


Lucky Stars 


I tallied my lucky stars and 
painted them on the windowsill. 
We let hours tick, 

planting newspaper 

smudged fingerprints on 

new handles, 

and float through door frames 
we were afraid of. 

Mule-kick yourself 

into the unknown, 

and take care of your own 
head and heart first, 

instead. 
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Written On The Back of A Billing Statement 


I've been abusing my own rule 

to carry paper with me whenever I go. 
The ghosts I once knew resigned, 

flew away disguised as sewer fumes 
and erased their radio knob 

turning fingerprints from 

every door handle. 

I went on with cleaning the bathroom, 
and pain shot up my calves, 

like deck boards snapped by 

falling anvils. 

I went for the pen, as always, 

after I put medicine on my dog's tail, 
older pup...if you must know 
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Jim Meirose 


The Recapitulation of the Accusations Brought Against Father Girard, 
or: In the Cans 


(Excerpt from work in progress — Dans l’odeur de la saintete (In the Odour 
of Sanctity)) 


Here’s an example of the type of experience that caused Theot, even though 
she was born into a peasant family, to be immediately enveloped by bizarre 
supermystical hallucinations; Oho, the sun says here, thus now it’s Monday 
again, so; Push up out the beds. Another day. The day again eight need to get 
there. Another. Paralysis. Today, uh—oh, yes. Mother and Father don’t yet. 
Little Stannie’s boy. Good no need to hear it. Math Anxiety. Yesterday Father 
was up insomnia. Yes, lucky. Always bitching and bitching about insomnia. 
Good money easy work, get up walk three feet turn and quickly stoop pull flip 
and smooth, that deftly results in a neatly made bed. She wakes. See if you’re 
careful things get right. What the hell is going on! With every stop stoop pull 
bang-snap, being careful pays off in the end. Shower tonight. Problem; 
impatience. Hurry just dump all to tonight need to get the fuck out before. 
They want it now. Nora’s coverlump hit the floor. This makes no sense; a void 
opens below me as long as Iam faced with math it makes me feel everything 
will stop making sense and then even after the math is gone everything will 
stay that way, but; Stannie wants sax now. Large rip of a creak. It’s not to play 
sax that he studies with me. Again and again just one creak to me but 
everycreak’s from a newboard out unseen where Mother is. There’s other 
reasons. What the hell you yell like that you have been told! People who push 
and push and push to master things that the back side of their brain knows are 
not up their alley get drowned down in the screech and boomy bang roll and 
brightly crashing din din din everpulsating all day and night sometimes 
twenty-four hours a day in urban centers are being driven by something else. 
Go push pull water into face clean pull-down towel. Something is in that has 
their common sense plugged back away in the rear butt of their brain pot. Red. 
It pushed and pushes and packs it back in there like some old time great big 
Phineas Gage style mining-style pre-accident guy. I was not yelling something 
woke me up what the hell? Tamp and tamp in all tight that plug of common 
sense set to blow out rot in the bonedome keep it pushed in run around take 
this lesson that lesson play Phineas Gage to the dangerous dream bashing 
common sense packed down impotent impotent in the brainy backhole it’s 
safe. Me! Phineas Gage sighing to the men up the mine I know what I’m doing 
carry on carry one yeah pick my teeth pare my nails years pass the sax bleats 


269 


the same years ahead as it bleated back when it first jabbed the brainface’s 
mouth all reedy woody and it would have been better the first raspy note had 
shimmered through shakily banging a reedshard in the lip bloody perhaps that 
would have coated the prettycake with a slimy toxic saxophobia case and a 
quickpick loudouch and run for the assorted half-used junkdrawered styptics 
as the sax gets laid down and perhaps hopefully that becomes its figurative 
soulgrave forever. You got woke up Nora? But it goes on and on maybe one 
lesson or one thousand, if Stannie is lucky at least someday short of his end, the 
Phineas Gage actor will set on some Lauralee Wreathseat and in relief pull out 
a Camel. In St. Louis, a formal ceremony is conducted to transfer ownership of 
Louisiana Territory from France to the United States. You bitching about 
getting woke up? Then out will come some showy maybe Marine Corps Zippo 
advertised too long ago in the Leatherneck mag not the current copy but about 
the fifth copy. Go if only I could be woken up Nora! Next he flicks to light the 
fresh butt, and at last common sense gets pushed one hairsbreadth too far and 
blasts the tamping-rod about before Gage sits and shoots all nine feet of its 
thick rigidity clear out the hole and in and out Gage’s head. Hey—don’t go ina 
close the bathroom door! The commonsense spurt-juice then will flashflood the 
brain and quench the foolfire. Go back and dress. Stannie will come to himself 
through the veil and as the rod arcs out up and down all gone over the nearest 
horizon, too fast for him to notice. Toast two quick slices had been the goal but 
that’s a time slice too much. He can then freely allow himself to re-experience 
the hour when he was deluded into believing he was already fully virtuosic, 
hypnotized to enter just a bit too far into his saxophonical fantasy. I didn’t 
sleep at all last night Nora! His sax-fantasy soothed soothed yes, also soothed 
deeper and longer than otherwise by someone’s sweet eyes ripe rump and lips, 
he stepped mesmerized onto a stage what stage never mind what stage it 
doesn’t matter. The taste of whole milk butter fresh from the churn. Then, 
Stannie will remember standing stage center. You did and I didn’t. Friedrich 
Schiller's play Wilhelm Tell was first performed at Weimar, under the direction 
of Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. There, once targeted by the audience’s 
hundred or so wide waiting eyes, a logical copy of the minetamper’s rod will 
shoot from his forgetful fogbank, shoot backwards into and up from the dark 
rectal backside forbiddenly gross area of his brain, where everything’s dull 
slow stale and cloyingly dense. How dare you yell at me like that! The rod will 
then come out into the world from right between his eyes, shouting at him to 
shout back at himself, Why the hell did I think I could do this? How dare you 
attack me you know it sets me off but you do it again and again and again you 
don’t give a shit selfish Nora! It is too hard expensive and embarrassing in the 
end. I like butter. I quit; Nora! Plus Nora is a stupid name it can’t even be 
popped into a quick witty nickname it's already a nickname they didn't even 
give you a real name they jumped right to your nickname why the hell was 
that why have you not got a real name Nora? You’ve sold on eBay! Why? Put 
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this sax up on eBay! Whyyyyyyy! And he will stride back into like and pick up 
where he left off and the dead disconnected monster delusionista resident deep 
in the center of his physical manyfissured grey matter of amind-case will 
suffocate, wither, die, shrink, and rot. Come on out. Hopefully without leaving 
deposits of toxic residue there to fester and age and come alive later so 
unexpectedly to conk him down dead. Or you like a dog! Just as he’s biting 
into a great moist double-chocolate Betty Crocker boxed-up product prepared 
by a nun volunteer. I bet if I bang a biscuit on the door your face bump with no 
name will smell it like a dog will on the dog it’s a nose but on you its — 
unnameable; but because you are not a dog or so I am told I will bang my big 
dong against the door. The nun came from one of the orders that run soup 
kitchens clothing banks pet rescue groups and other such admirable 
institutions whose signs are tacked onto splintery manyholed phone poles next 
to overgrown fields only one and two cars pass by a week. It tastes supergood. 
These nunneries rely on the support of fat-pocketed corporate tax break 
seekers or their financial people. Hey doggie dog here’s the dongie-dong. They 
must delegate these low tasks to immunized empty suits all scurrying antlike 
at their bidding, since they are too fatly successful to function in the common 
low herd’s world. Come come come get the dongie-dong! Come doggie doggie 
dog, here girl pretty girl hey hey hey come on get it! Get OUT of here you scare 
me to death! Oh are you going to say like you always do that you are jealous of 
my sax? I have a path to greatness and you don’t? Do you know what the 
opposite of greatness is, doggie? Quite quiet you are. That means you don’t 
know the answer so here it is dog! It’s insignificance. Any questions? How 
“bout limited? Or littleness? Or lowness? Or mildness? Or miniature? Or 
slightness? Or smallness? Softness? Teenyness? Tinyness? Unimportence? Or 
perhaps we should get down all the way and see if you agree you are what all 
these fancy—shmancy snappers all point to; you are stupid Nora. You can’t 
learn Nora! You need to get off your ass and understand my triggers, Nora! 
Why is every action or word I can think of that you could use to do the 
opposite of setting me off, you are frightened to use or too simple to use or to 
do anything all the opposite of the usual things that set me off. Am I too 
hateful for you to treat properly? Too nauseating for you to be kind to? That is 
why I know you find me nauseous, Nora. That’s why. Throw out my sax. 
Every day you tell me. Throw the damned thing away it’s made you crazy! 
That makes me twice as mad when you tell me that Nora—but, oh, fuckbutt! 
My student's in an hour, and; what's worse this is garbage day! Together in 
this dense realization, universes mystically touch pulling the common space of 
a nonexistent Venn diagram under Sax and Mousie simultaneously, so the rush 
to their cans; they push their pedals; their lids snap together and they bend as a 
duo and fingergrip the inner lids of their identical forty gallon drippy-stained 
hundred and four dollar when discounted Simplehumans. Instantaneously, in 
the Einsteinian sense, the inner liner and the outerlid of Mousie’s lip snap 
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together nipping his already fairly cracked inflamed and dehydration- 
damaged fingertips. Hurry hurry fumbleybum. When that tune was 
announced at the old Apollo, and the young man with the opposite of abig 
flashfat thumbstub of a horn trod the boards and that was the birth of a legend 
thank God the tapes were rolling praise the Lord, but—it’s not that Fingertips 
it’s lower case fingertips the tips of Mousie’s finger nipped ablaze but put the 
ouch o ahh into the backfight pull up of the bag and the spin close and twist 
seal the sinkbag— why the hell do I have to rush like this? Everything around 
me crowds around and gets in the way and does his or her best to fumbleme 
up. Father has taught I can never learn. Across the room in the semidarkness, 
oh! Way down in I’ve spoon dug and scraped out and not even a unicorn-cyst's 
worth of demonic sebum-filthmass pushed flowed of oozed at all, even when I 
applied the most mighty pressure-pinch—unlike the fate of Victor-Francois, 
second duc de Broglie, Marshal of France whose entire headtop splitup 
overflowing from a similarly intentioned pressure, like a summer caterpillar 
weighted with two bricks. Even morphine, first isolated from the opium poppy 
by the German pharmacist, Friedrich Sertürner, cannot heal that pain. What's 
that no not stumble not fall shit it’s a sneaker. Run with no footsteps to the 
front out the warm air I don’t remember opening the door even but I must 
have because here I am at the houseside, and fuck, fluck, tinderbox, yes by all 
that is Flintstone! Anything in the way on the floor in the dark is twenty times 
larger than after the instant you recover yourself and identify it. By all that is 
Naked and Afraid, I swear the big brute of an exterior mastercan is now 
fighting tooth and nail to stay shut. Recover yourself when stumblingy 
stumblingblocks you planted yourself last night or earlier can go one of two 
ways. I am no barbarian at the gates, M'seur Shitcan! There’s no exception. I 
am just a humanboy performing a morningchore decreed long ago by the 
author of my being! You recover and stabilize don’t fall and move on and the 
anger drains fades and nothing’s ever remembered. And not just that 
immediately after I must spray away my nighttime reek and pull up fresh 
jockeys too-tight because of my recent sudden adolescent birthspurt, and flash 
my ass down to and climb the rubber-rope up into MisterDoctor Sax’s 
tallmasted ramshackle. Or you recover and know there's no way you won't 
fall. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. So clench up tuck under 
and go and shield the parts of you most easily broken and let go and before 
you could ever fear what you may fall on you will know if you’ve luck or not 
by if you are pierced with the secondary wave of superfast sensations maybe 
pain maybe not and so the ground comes up into you pounds up like some 
slugger and only then do you know you’ve fallen that’s how fast all and 
everything happens. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Mr. 
Gurdjieff. Buildingly childrenstatues deeply down all just Legos. Because if I 
don’t do that I will again get his hell. Get up, no time to dwell further. Because 
if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. The goal is to beat the young 
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snickermouse to the hot studio. Because if I don't do that I will again get his 
hell. Fucking hot day—okay, rip! Because if I don’t do that I will again get his 
hell. Grip the can liner edge pull up and latch back so the rim’s out of way of 
the uppull. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Grip uppull. 
Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Godslam. Because if I don’t 
do that I will again get his hell. It slipped and the world slaps up the next slide 
of what a world of just pain appears as. Because if I don’t do that I will again 
get his hell. Fingertips. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. God! 
Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Almost slashed off pain-style, 
but look. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. It’s just that the 
catchlip down behind’s somehow slimy. Because if I don’t do that I will again 
get his hell. Time’s a’ wastin’, shit. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his 
hell. Rip out the garbage bag heavy with filth, up step back pull together 
quickly tie. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. God! Because if I 
don’t do that I will again get his hell. Praise slick Lucy herself, that went right. 
Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Carefully run down the steps 
commanding my innerself no stumble no fall not this time no, get the garage 
door back luckily unlocked and dart out. Because if I don’t do that I will again 
get his hell. Thinking it is hard to believe the world around me held back from 
stopping me but perhaps it felt falling like floppy idiot was enough torment for 
one ten-minute span of my life. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his 
hell. Fingers ache. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Ache ache 
thinking. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. John Wedgwood 
founded the Royal Horticultural Society the same year, coincidentally, but that 
fact does not negate the fact that at today’s lesson Stannie’s boy — which is his 
name to me because I have identified subliminally that his other name is a lie 
and not remembering is just a flagsignal to never ever use it or, things like 
arousing his demon will occur, which is just one of the zillion things that could 
possibly go wrong and that must not be triggered—by my cheating phone- 
ring, they must not—he will no doubt repeat again, using this time about the 
fifteen hundredth variation of how what he’s saying can possibly be worded, 
his positive knowledge that he’ll never learn math. Alvan Clark, American 
telescope manufacturer felt the same way as a youth, but got there. Why can’t 
you? Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. He tells himself he 
won't and of course his misleading goal of wanting to learn is transformed 
without his knowledge to being never ever learn. Because if I don’t do that I 
will again get his hell. So this lesson will wash over like a bucket of ice-cold 
Atlantic beachfluid thrown in his face when he finishes his sandcastle to wake 
him up and let him know that the castle will disappear nearly instantly in the 
next tide. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. And worse yet in 
his case not only are the normal tides of youth ebbing and flowing inside his 
popper, out past the horizon rages the perfect storm named early in the cyclone 
season, StannieNora, a category five. Because if I don’t do that I will again get 
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his hell. When he gets to the lesson— and this is why I need to be seated before 
the door when it opens—he will be drenched weatherbeaten exhausted 
dehydrated and ice-cold dumbed-down with the fact that he’s a failure and 
he’ll stumble in because concurrent with being a failure he is a good son a good 
soldier and will never waver from following the commandment that’s tableted 
with honor cementing the rocky rule, honor thy father and thy mother. Because 
if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. Moses is dead but continues having 
slidup into the limp emptyglove that is Stannie, the moment he lay with Nora 
and they pulled the cosmic trigger to initiate the pulling together over the next 
nine periods of son-our-son, Stannie’s boy. Because if I don’t do that I will 
again get his hell. And, also, lest the world forget, we must restate that this is 
the year that Thomas Charles will prove instrumental in founding the British 
and Foreign Bible Society. Because if I don’t do that I will again get his hell. A 
boon to humanity, it is. The result of all this circular pap and roundy-round 
circumstance, was, that she was released in September seventeen thirty, and 
the case was transferred to the court of Aix-en-Provence. Catherine was first 
placed in a convent in Toulon and then taken to a convent in Aix for the trial, 
which began on January tenth, seventeen thirty-one, under the Parliament of 
Aix. What was found there was surprising. But first a word from our sponsor 
You have been listening to the Norman Gospel Educational Network. Piles for 
pilecream oh no we meant to sing Pilecream for Piles oh no we meant to sing 
Piles for Pilecream Pilecream for Piles itch and seep or whatever other backside 
symptoms you may feel the need to hide from your spouse. Like it is; thank 
God there is a radio in this heap. What story they just told; what stupidly put 
together by some wild imagination all amuck amire amuck deep six; a 
housewife in Palestine recently widowed watched from her unrepaired back 
window way down back forty just at the space of stone too rocky to plow, 
seeing one whiterobed guy kneeling leaning on the big stone they called the 
rock-hard-tooth, because the day her late husband Lucas was killed by their 
primitive dentist was the day the supershrubby nuclear brush-busting machine 
bought on eBay slashed down the field driven by their recently laid off stuntly 
grown maxibese farmhand, who went too far and slammed into the newly 
cleared-off naturally Jurassic ancient wild, tall, hard as steel big stony pillar 
previously hidden behind its thickly snarled tight opaque wall of ancient 
vegetation. The dentist had Lucas down in the slopechair. The dentists had 
found the core of Lucas’ largest tooth to be dry empty past rot all gassy. Hup. 
Out the toothlike landmark the robed speck of a man knelt hands clasped on 
the stone all prayer-like. Ms. Housewife grabbed up her birdwatching addict of 
a common-law husband's big black binoculars, peered, and, No! Yes! Yon man 
wears a fully nonfashionably trimmed out beard! Yes! Hup. Behind yon man 
on the ground lie two sleepers. The space around the praying man glowed 
freakishly; and lo and behold, on his head was a—this toothmass needs 
extraction, said the dentist— first this toothmass needs loosening— on his head 
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was a yeah—the dentist picked up a tiny hard sledge—a cell phone leapt off 
the table to her ear—the dentist pounded down the toothtop —oh! She 
speedialed her husband —one rare bird flew — shit cried the husband gripping 
slapping the phone over— missed it again heaven hell the fuck—the dentist 
pounded and pounded Lucas into—what, he cried to her—four hours in the 
dental chair pound on pound the toothy steel bonehard tall blunt tipped 
mouth-pillar—tears fell—Lucas gave up—there’s a man out the field—the 
dentist dialed for medics—Lucas’ tooth stood tall and tight though his brain 
gave up from one too many jolts— what kind of man—a man is praying — 
Lucas was called at three fifteen— praying? No—yes and above his head 
floats— Doctor Sax blew red light after red light but the early no traffic-state of 
twilit moto affairs saved his butt—the man wears a halo—what is a halo—what 
have you ingested to see beyond the veil—we agreed you would never ever 
again touch the stuff—Jesus is in the field —Jesus? No no— Yes Jesus is in the 
field playing the Agony in the Garden scene—no can’t be—Lucas stood before 
Saint Peter—for the first time since Eden, big Jesus came out—a great tractor 
sped the husband all lurching over thousands of bone-dry furrows to get home 
and find out—I want to shake your hand Lucas, said Jesus—I want to shake 
your hand for your service. Hup. I tried and tried and tried to pull some strings 
but, unfortunately, your sentence of an eternity in hell was upheld—but I 
found you an inspiration in the garden—you made it go as planned —I 
couldn’t have done it without and there is rejoicing in paradise this day but, 
someone has to pay the price. Silverlinings have a cloud, you know, or 
something like that—but, that you must pay with your life is unfortunate. Go 
now with these officers. But know that we are arranging the very next new 
regional library complex back on Earth to be named after you. Go—the great 
sedan sped Doctor Sax all lurching over thousands of bone-dry deep and 
shallow long and short potholes until finally arriving at his studio. By bitcoin 
by blockchain thank Saint Fiona of Hippo, patron of saxophonists across every 
single galactic discipline, Jackson-cat included, praise God I made it solidly 
butt-planted on my teacherstools no time for that unfortunately but the slick 
leather pressed by my poundage will serve to keep things clean. Now wait for 
the student. They should be here now. See, see. Haste makes waster. There was 
probably time to hit the head after all. But that’s for future reference, oh. That’s 
how you learn you know. Superclick. 

Hello, Doctor. How are you? Am I on time? I left my watch home. 

Mousie bustled to the stool over from Dr. Sax, pressed himself down, 
and flexed his fingers to illustrate the obligatory chattering smalltalk 
customary between such semi-strangers. 

My fingers hurt like hell, my! 

Why what happened? 

The lid of our iron garbage can snapped down on them when I was 
doing the trash. 
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— how does this boy know that happened to me too? Why did that 
happen to both of us? Need to question this boy further he may not be who he 
pretends to be— 

That’s too bad, Mouse. That’s your name, right? Mouse? 

Yes it is. 

Oh, that’s great. I am so terrible with names. I hope you're not 
offended that I was unsure of your name. 

No not at all. I am sure that with the great bulk of students you must 
have, all the names mix together all Gordian in your head. 

Yes that’s true. Quite spritely word choice there, Mouse—all Gordian. 
Clever. 

Not really. It’s not me pop pop popping. It’s somewhere very much 
further inside. 

—inside? My word where'd that come from —ask — check — know 





say — 

What do you mean inside, Mousie? 

Probably the demon my Father says I house. I’ve told you before— 
what, you don’t remember? 

Oh, yes I do. But I told you there are no such things. Without going 
through all the details again, I thought you believed me when I told you that 
believing in this demon will hold you way back, not just from learning math 
but in every area of your life. 

I never said I believed. I just let you go on and on with my mouth shut. 
Just because I don’t say I don’t believe you that doesn’t mean I do. 

Touche! All right. Your Father isn’t paying for logical analysis lessons 
for you. Let's let this line of pap go gone and get down into this week’s math. 
How’s about it? 

Sounds good. 

All right here. Consider the sequence five, eight, eleven, fourteen, and 
seventeen. What is the fiftieth number in this sequence? Specified for two 
manuals, it is largely made up of various scale passages, arpeggios and trills, 
and features much hand-crossing of different kinds what—no yes and maybe 
in the cosmos-mysterioso uh eh no whut pull back the nonreins stop the 
nonhorse all dizzy dizzy dizzy —it is no sin to run from poison— 

What's the matter boy? I asked you a question. Look at me! 

For what? 

Did you hear the question or not? 

Mousie’s face set hard; that hard way that not only jolts the questioner 
but the questioned as well sucking a bile-taste up behind the face 
overspreading the inside inch thick that if allowed to set will mask him this 
way forever; Son Mousie, how many times do I have to tell you if you make 
these unholy faces God never intended you to wear one time too often, he will 
set your face hard slick and ugly the way you set it in fun, forever. The lord 
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will tolerate fun to a point— 

Your rude streak got you again, I see, Mouse—don’t pretend you don't 
hear listen now, listen good. One time more only, I will give you. Here it is 
again— consider the sequence five, eight, eleven, fourteen, and seventeen. 
What is the fiftieth number in this sequence? 

—he said last time what comes after last times in general from him 
before is unpleasant so so so snap over the subject, it will only hurt for less 
than an instant; say this Mouse say to him, Wait, wait, Doctor. Why do we 
have to go over solving problems like that? 

It is in the curriculum son. But, stop. Think. Do not question. Just give 
me the answer. 

I want to know why. I can kind of see normal arithmetic and even 
some algebra as something someday useful. Tell me why this line of 
questioning is needed. I won’t go further until you convince me this is worth 
learning. Not to treat me like a child! 

—This is a virtuosic two-part toccata in twelve sixteen time— 

Doctor Sax reached around into his left back-butt pantssack and pulled 
out a phone. 

This is the reason Mousie! You learn it or I will call your Father. Then I 
will hand the phone to you and you can convince him to continue to pay me 
thousands of dollars to teach you to be more of a childish defiant asshole than 
you were before you met me. Not to mention the side-benefit of allowing you 
to pile up layer upon layer of stupidity on yourself, which, if I do nothing to 
stop you, will harden and become irrevocably permanent. Shall I call? 

Mouse caught the phone in his gaze. The question from Sax implied 
time to think through to pop out the right answer had also been granted. Cry 
foul cry foul, if time not granted —if Sax fouls out this will be over—time to 
think is here on this silver platter and the thinking involves projecting the 
stepwise chain of block-on-block towerbuilt future growing ahead and 
wavebreaking away the previous horrors laid down in the last pass of the loop 
Mousie had rotated to at and past here but he must not know no not know or 
creation itself will be blasted back in the dark and a new future will be exposed 
and this over and over and over until inevitably a future is peeled back the 
final one required to be looped around to and which must be irreversibly fatal. 
Nothing no nothing can’t be nothing and there it is the answer Father’s fist 
shaking Father's sounds pounding too primitive to be words just as once in a 
memory or what have you inevitable newspaper edition will claim some 
animal gorilla ape of some kind whining canine feline or mouse or even the 
assorted long thick table leg shaped voicerod is imagined by the next 
newshound in the sequence to actually be sentient and speak actual words that 
actually seem to be intelligent; words like Mouse you will never ever learn 
math, or, Mouse you will never ever cast out your inner stupidity generating 
innerdemon but no those will not appear until the next millennium so can’t 
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know that was just a random spark and for years not for years, the nail of 
Mousie’s right index finger has grown out in two halves why why why no one 
knows that’s an unanswerable question if you ask me, Mr. Rayburn, just like 
why Jupiter sports the great red spot why do they ask why at times of boredom 
when the science game is slow do they ask these questions that have no 
answers; but the answer to why should Sax not call Father is simple just is, so 
Mouse said simply, No, don’t call my Father. He will be pissed. So, the answer 
to your question is exactly one hundred and fifty-two! There! 

Mousie! 

—The Napoleonic Code was adopted as French civil law — 

There it is. There. So. Is your dick hard now, Mister-bosstutor? 

What? What do you mean by that? 

—huh— 

Aspercreme will help that son. AS it helped Damodar Pande, Prime 
Minister of Nepal, and many others. 

—everybody on earth knows what's meant by that he wants to be 
stepped up toward moral ground a notch so he can rush grab grapple me 
down pour over words suck the tanks out from the hedgerow to advance 
providing cover for the armymen brother and I brother and me big bags of one 
hundred green plastic armymen Mommy can we get those no Mousie big bags 
of fifty green plastic armymen no twenty-five green plastic armymen no twelve 
no six no three no none—no defense no armymen and there’s no ammo for the 
tanks so Mouse rubbed his moist eyes and told the teacher, I’m sorry Doctor, I 
shouldn’t have said that. It just came. 

Iam relieved you apologized Mousie. It was very unlike you to say 
something like that. 

I know. 

As a matter of fact, you seem a bit off in general. Something’s on your 
mind today. And I sense it is not good. Tell me about it. 

Mouse opened his hands palms up on his knees and examines the 
maps spread out on his bed. The cool of the room. The lines across short and 
long and curved and straight. The — 

Mouse, you seem to not feel like saying much today, but if you let it 
out, it will clear your mind. You cannot learn effectively without a clear mind. 
Cadiere was first placed in a convent in Toulon and then moved to a convent in 
Aix for the trial, which began on January tenth seventeen thirty-one. So there, 
so, there, uh! So there so there so there, so, there see what can happen see, 
Mouse! So fist those hands over hide those palms it’s superstition be a man of 
science fact and black and white judgement like me and them and them and on 
and on somewhat like some species of the math devil Pi but no too late you’re 
tricked very well the well-planned trickster beats the on the fly trickster each 
and every time Mouse—if you do not prepare for life you will be very sorry 
Mouse; nothing comes close as hell on earth as waking up almost at the very 
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end and glancing back clear-headed for the first time and seeing all the years 
and years gone to waste forever Mouse what one would not wish they had 
never lived Mouse Mouse no push that away we have heard that one hundred 
and one times already all before the age of ten no pointin wasting time on 
number hundred and two and beyond once the sponge soaked through more 
water’s just waste more water more advice more preaching more pontificating 
teaching instructing training coaching helping schooling or guiding because 
overdone these are waste seed spilled on the ground the bible said yes and the 
bible said no because the swervy swirly long short palmlines have already 
been ejaculated onto the within. Clear mind clear head clear day why’re these 
good. Clear head blocked clogged closed all the heads seem so why’re these 
good. Shut down turn in look away don’t see so why is this good. Don’t listen 
don't hear might be sleep nothing serious only sleep good for all men wouldn't 
you agree Mister Sax-Masterson? Or is it Bat? Sorry sir. I forgot your name was 
Bat—I think I am just tired, Doctor. I think I might be coming down with 
something. I feel weak somehow. 

Mouse, it’s good you told me. I think let’s make this lesson just four 
hours. 

Really? 

Yes. But let’s make these four hours really count! Our goal is to make 
your Father proud — that is the only goal that should matter, to a boy full of 
beans and health such as you! Come on! Here; a car traveled two hundred and 
eighty-one miles in four hours and forty-one minutes. What was the average 
speed of the car in miles per hour—sixty of course — good; now yes as always 
capping off this weekly brainwashing session his voice will command this was 
and thusly; hast thou at long last plus super-ardently climaxed bless my heart, 
Mousie absolutely y’all climaxed precious Savior be ye quite good, Mousie 
rouse break through— In a group of one hundred and twenty people, ninety 
have an age of more than thirty years, and the others have an age of less than 
twenty years. If a person is selected at random from this group, what is the 
probability the person's age is less than twenty — point two five of course — 
good; materialize being Christ’s regard fulfill immediately Holy Moses even as 
I try and strain to think otherwise popping —yours truly Meanselle Sax—the 
length of a rectangle is four times its width. If the area is one hundred m sub 
two what is the length of the rectangle —twenty meters of course — good; but he 
will dodge swerve and bog me yes I chased ball in the fast lane but survived 
regardless of state your objective son yes I moved my head away right when 
the fifty pound potty pot fat corporate flowerplant plunged shattering on the 
things to do today list but survived regardless of his shit shout on over saying 
Nirvana-head be you now baby —a six-sided die is rolled once. What is the 
probability that the number rolled is an even number greater than two—one 
third of course— good; but; Stop! Demonic embedded problem maximum total 
misinterpretation generator of famous witch woman Cadiere who was released 


279 


in September seventeen-thirty as her case was transferred to the court of Aix- 
en-Provence and the lesson be over now the lesson over be each dimension of a 
cube has been increased to twice its original size— but, so, if the new cube has a 
volume of sixty-four thousand cubic centimeters, what is the area of one face of 
the original cube. No, yes, please, please. The answer can only be four hundred 
square centimeters. Please, please. Be. As in; world population reaches one 
billion people. 
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Bob Heman 
from INFORMATION 
INFORMATION 


The kiss a different kind of factory, its moving parts only an assumption used to 
explain the idea of context. What is created is a sky that allows them to exist 
separately, even when they are not moving. 


INFORMATION 


It’s probably 1:30 in the afternoon in the tiny Formica-covered Chinese 
restaurant, but because the photo is in black & white it looks like it’s 1:30 in the 
“wee hours” of the night. 

(after Stephen Shore) 


INFORMATION 

For supper he ate a single kernel of corn. 

INFORMATION 

Each time I look at the picture the men are still leaning against the building, 
waiting, always waiting, for the car to approach the sea, for the sea to approach 
the car, for the bird to become even larger than it has already become. 
INFORMATION 

The rain is only a flaw in the negative. The scratches only a forgotten kind of 
speaking. He thinks there are people inside of the buildings but there is no way 
to prove this. Everything he sees is a kind of shadow. He doesn’t have enough 
numbers to go around. 

INFORMATION 

Forgot what was supposed to be written here. Art is no longer an explanation. 
The witches wore hats that were designed for the clergy. The clergy had not yet 
arrived. 


INFORMATION 


Satan’s cock looks just like yours. It was never the most important thing in the 
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painting. 
INFORMATION 


Thinks there must have been colors at first. Thinks there must have been a man 
shooting an arrow, a door that was separated into parts, a bowl of food that had 
never been alive. Thinks that the man who speaks is different from what is 
spoken, that the idea of bears is only a fabrication, that the horizon can be drawn 
more than once. 


INFORMATION 


Of course, the butler did it. The light was replaced by a serpent, and the bear by 
a hive full of bees. Each explanation was only part of a long list of instructions. 
The numbers they were given were useful only in their dreams. 


INFORMATION 


The night hovers outside of the candle waiting for an accidental breeze. The 
same breeze finds the woman unable to sleep in the bed she has been assigned. 
There is a man somewhere who she loves, and an animal that watches, unable 
to understand what it sees. The moon remains a rumor until the next chapter is 
opened. 


INFORMATION 


Lowers the mirror to capture a victim. The birds, the dancers, the mountains, are 
all repeated in the room that cannot be entered. There are words that will never 
be heard, no matter how many times they are spoken. There is a man who carries 
them all away, and places them in the dark of the closet, ready to burst forth in 
the light that is suddenly repeated once the door is opened. 


INFORMATION 

There were candles burning, even though no one had entered the room for 
centuries. It was a room meant for the dead, but none of them had ever died. 
They had all been women once, they had been animals that had never been 
taught how to breathe. 


INFORMATION 


The questions included: Was the ocean tall enough? Were the men who were 
built with plumbing components more complex than those built with 
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electronics? Did the louder words cast longer shadows? Was the picture of the 
barn the right kind of explanation? Was the number they were given really 
necessary? 


INFORMATION 
Washing the wings of the dragonflies is nothing at all like washing the wings of 
the angels. It’s not just the color and texture that differs, but the light that rubs 
off on your hands. 
INFORMATION 
Behind the red books a gun is hidden. Inside the green book is a message that is 


far more dangerous. There are pictures in the yellow book that most people are 
not allowed to see. They stir dreams that are always familiar. 
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Penelope Weiss 
W.O.M.B. (Where Others Might Be) 


Tve been here before, on this very subway platform. 

Don’t tell anyone, but I was a witness to the murder of the Ice Man, 
in the year whatever, B.C.E. (Before Certain Errors). 

The arrow was very sharp. 


I was also a witness to my time in the W.O.M.B. (Where Others Might Be), 
and my journey through the Birth Canal (just plain old B.C). 

Every night I revisit my primal scream. 

I remember, my twin said, “I can't breathe.” 


Oh, please jump down and save that man. 
Then you can tell me your story. 


The Palace Called Home 


In the garden of St. John the Divine 

a peacock walked up to me and spread his tail feathers: 
I thought, for a moment, maybe there is a god. 

A tall god, a god of color. 


That night, reading the shadows of the tea leaves on the wall 
Isaw drowned sharks, dead maples 

and an eclipse of the sun. 

These three were the only things I saw that night. 


The next night I saw the god of color, 

dark and ragged, blazing in the garden. 

I saw a blue season of tears, 

cakes of earth too dry to eat in summer, 

mud that wrestles you into ditches in the spring. 


And I saw, by her own whim, the god of color, 


like a shadow beneath a small boat 
just before it capsizes. 
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Linc Madison 
Journey of Leon Tempusfugit 


Fifteen years past the midway point of his life, a vast and murky panorama 
awaits the clean shaven, gray-haired Leon Tempusfugit (Temp-us-fug-it), a 
once well-known actor of stage, screen, and television, now fallen on hard 
times. Garbed in a black tuxedo, shirtless, Leon Tempusfugit sets off barefoot 
on his journey. Along the way, he will be guided by his inborn sense for 
misdirection. Ahead or behind schedule is of no importance to him because 
Leon Tempusfugit has not slept a wink in 74 hours and counting. He may 
therefore arrive at his destination when he makes a wrong turn. Meanwhile, 
shambling down a random street on a foggy day, he discerns things which 
may or not be illusions / delusions. Whatever the case may be, the unemployed 
thespian finds himself alongside a fog-shrouded archaic bridge in a nebulous 
vector where he stumbles over a pair of shiny pink plastic sandals. He puts the 
sandals on his feet and they fit perfectly. He hopes the pink sandals are an 
omen placed there by a divine source in order to divert him from the road to 
perdition and onto the proper path towards salvation. 

Ata leisurely pace, Tempusfugit, who garnered critical praise when 
he starred in a biopic of silent film era horror actor Lon Chaney, traverses the 
aforementioned archaic bridge in a vector nebulous. When he arrives on the 
other side of the archaic bridge, the fog has lifted but the sky remains overcast. 
Tempusfugit, with the aid of his shiny pink plastic sandals, continues to walk 
at a leisurely pace until he arrives at a decrepit castle built circa 1254 CE in 
what today is referred to as Subdivision 7. He ambles into that gloomy castle 
and further into a mist-filled room lit by corroded chandeliers. In this dim 
chamber he sits on a wobbly wicker chair alongside a cracked marble table 
covered in a film of white dust. There he drinks black tea with his host, one 
who today calls himself Sebastian Melmoth, a changeling with various aliases, 
multiple visages and mutable genders. On that dusty cracked marble table 
covered in white dust, William Shakespeare’s skull, accompanied by 
Sebastian’s mandolin strings, voices blasphemies in a nonexistent language. To 
amuse himself, Tempusfugit picks up a sugar cube and licks it like it’s a sex act 
and... Whoosh! Tempusfugit is transported in the blink of an eye to the city- 
kingdom of Dementia, a wasteland similar to a haunted metropolis. 
Tempusfugit lies down on a crushed sidewalk and falls asleep for five 
consecutive days with his eyes fully open, like a sleepwalker falls asleep for 
that same length of time, which is not, strictly speaking, sleeping. 

Six days later an eclipse of the midnight sun occurs, briefly blinding 
all avians in sight. Tempusfugit reappears at daybreak in a garden of 
whimsical blossoms singing like disturbed children. However, bolts of 
lightning in tandem with loud crashes of thunder whisk him off again, this 
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time to a deserted island somewhere on Earth’s surface. There he picks up a 
piece of clear quartz and views his reflection. He espies a dandy with eyes 
aquamarine stranded amongst the ruins of Saqqara, the ancient Egyptian city 
of the dead, where pyramids abound. At this point, Tempusfugit considers the 
notion that he is trapped in a time-warp. But he has no time to think it through 
because...Whoosh! He is now a latter-day Rip van Winkle with long white 
tangled hair and a long bushy white beard, wearing a cobalt-blue tuxedo 
jacket, no shirt, torn gray burlap trousers and shiny red plastic sandals on his 
feet. A neon green metal valise lies on the seashore at his current dislocation: 
the Anatolian coastline of the Sea of Marmara. 

With his scowl exposed in the yellowish-green vapor wafting off the 
Marmarian seawater, Tempusfugit kneels before a limestone statue of 
Aphrodite with missing arms. Mistaking the statue of Aphrodite as the Delphic 
oracle, Tempusfugit asks her telepathically, “Should I open the neon green 
metal valise?” Aphrodite, without speaking, answers his question, “Yes, you 
should.” Tempusfugit places his good ear, the left one, on the neon green metal 
valise. A snake hisses in the shrill key of Z sharp, a sound that humans cannot 
hear but dogs can. Uncannily, a pack of six gaunt dogs, of various types, 
appears. Tempusfugit observes the six gaunt dogs creep up to the neon green 
metal valise and sniff it. And when they sniff it, all the six dogs retch, convulse, 
and drop dead on the spot, there on the Anatolian shoreline of the Sea of 
Marmara. 

Tempusfugit, repulsed by the sight of the six dead dogs, backs away 
from the ominous neon green metal valise. He decides to try his luck 
elsewhere, veering right at the next corner, leading him towards his next 
displacement. A short while later, he notices a crude road sign: a wooden post 
planted in the dirt. Affixed to the upper part of the post, in the shape of a black 
arrow, is a vertical wooden board that has Holstenwall 5 KM written on it with 
white paint in large block script. The arrow points easterly and Tempusfugit 
heads in that direction. 

Time, of course, continues to elapse. And the universe, of course, 
continues to expand. But for Leon Tempusfugit, time and space, at this 
juncture, are of no concern, and neither are food nor drink. A lapse in 
judgment, therefore, becomes a distinct possibility. So, therefore, it’s no 
coincidence that a few seconds after he traverses a bifurcated pathway, and 
forgetting all about Holstenwall, Tempusfugit finds himself floating inside a 
space capsule perched high above the Himalayas. He asks himself, "What's 
today's date?" A gentleman by the name of Charles Baudelaire has heard him 
loud and clear. Charles Baudelaire, a notorious and accursed 19th century 
French poet and one of Tempusfugit's teenage idols, materializes in mid-air in 
front of Tempusfugit, who instantly recognizes Baudelaire as he appeared in 
Eugene Carjat’s 1863 photograph: a grim faced forty-two-year-old, with 
brooding eyes and a receding hairline. Baudelaire is attired in his de regiuer 
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dandy mode: spiffy black frock coat with black velvet collar, white shirt, a 
black cravat fashioned into a bow tie, dark gray pleated trousers, pointy 
maroon shoes, and his customary lavender-hued suede gloves scented with, of 
course, lavender. 

“Ts that really you, Charles Baudelaire? You’re my favorite poet. This 
can’t be happening. You died a long time ago. Are you a hallucination,” asks 
Tempusfugit with a stupefied voice. 

Speaking English with a distinctly French accent, Baudelaire 
responds, “Yes, it’s really me. I’m not dead. I’m the über-dandy that 
transcended.” Baudelaire’s eyes narrow. He sizes up Tempusfugit. “So, you 
say I’m your favorite poet. Did you read Flowers of Evil and Paris Spleen in the 
original French?” 

Tempusfugit reacts nervously to Baudelaire’s question. He stammers, 
“Well, not exactly...I ...I must confess that my...my French was never great to 
begin with, and it hasn’t, uh, improved much over the years...But the 
translations I read were well done, so the critics said.” 

“The critics, ha! What do they know? Most of them have no 
imaginations of their own, but what they do have is plenty of malice, unless 
you grease their palms. But getting back to those translations you spoke of. 
They were pedestrian bastardizations at best, draining all the potency from my 
exquisitely wrought evocations of decadence in a decaying world. However, 
by comparison, my translations of Edgar Poe’s work were truly brilliant. They 
sold exceptionally well, so much so that I was credited with making Poe a 
literary star in France.” 

“Yes. I know. I read your life story. You led an extraordinary life.” 

“Yes, I certainly did. I voyaged to the East Indies at 20, and caught the 
French disease by the time I was 23, for which there was no cure. From then on, 
I lived a life of physical and emotional agony. Luckily, Jeanne, my black Venus, 
introduced me to laudanum, which became a habitual tonic to ease my misery. 
By the way, do you have any laudanum on you?” 

“No, I’m sorry, Mr. Baudelaire. I gave up opium five months ago. You 
see, I’m trying to get my act together. I’m an actor and I haven’t worked in 
almost four years or so.” 

“Well, [hope you saved for a rainy day. I wish that I had.” 

“Yes, I squirreled some away. Well, at my brother’s insistence.” 

“A full-blooded brother. You’re lucky. I only had a half-brother. 
What's your name?” 

“Leon Tempusfugit,” replies Tempusfugit, his voice growing hoarser 
by the second. 

“Never heard of you. Is that your real name?” 

“No. My real name is Caligari. Doctor Caligari, to be exact.” 

“You don’t say. And where, dare I ask, is Cesare?” 

Tempusfugit emits a short harsh cough in an attempt to clear his 
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voice, and then he says, “He’s asleep in his coffin. Fast asleep. Dead to the 
world.” 

“Or maybe he’s caressing a flower. I’m getting a bit bored. Since you 
don’t have any laudanum, I will just have to go to the old standbys.” 

Reaching with his scented lavender suede glove into the inner pocket 
of his black frock coat with black velvet collar, Baudelaire pulls out a rolled up 
pink silk handkerchief. He floats nearer to Tempusfugit. Unfolding the pink 
silk handkerchief, Baudelaire unveils two round dark brown nuggets the size 
of marbles. He offers one to Tempusfugit. 

“Care to join me,” Baudelaire asks. 

“What are they?” 

“Bon-bons.” 

Tempusfugit takes one of the bon-bons. He looks at it, smells and licks 
it. His eyes widen with surprise mixed with anxiety. With his rasping voice, he 
tells Baudelaire “This isn’t a bon-bon. This is hashish.” 

“Hashish. Bon-bons. Same difference. They dull the pain.” 

“T can’t take this stuff. I have to stay clean and sober.” 

“What? What's wrong with you? You're refusing to party with your 
favorite poet. This is an opportunity that happens to people only once ina 
lifetime. C’mon, don’t be such a wuss. Just pop it into your mouth and wash it 
down with this.” 

With his lavender-scented and lavender-hued suede glove, Baudelaire 
reaches into the right pocket of his black frock coat and pulls out a silver flask 
about the size of his hand. He pops the “bon-bon” into his mouth and washes 
it down with a gulp from the silver flask. 

“Ahh, that’s better,” says Baudelaire with satisfaction. “Now it’s your 
turn.” He offers the flask to Tempusfugit. 

“What's in there,” inquires Tempusfugit with a raspy voice. 

“Absinthe, of course. Everything goes down better with absinthe, and 
it will also cure your impeding laryngitis.” 

Tempusfugit hesitates, irritating Baudelaire. 

“C'mon, don’t disappoint me, Leon.” 

“T can’t believe this. I must be having a weird dream. Yes, that’s what 
it is. I’m in the midst of a weird dream. When will I wake up?” 

“You're not in the midst of a weird dream, Leon. Heaven is closer 
than you think. Now, c'mon, pop the bon-bon in your mouth and wash it 
down with the green liquor. Open the gateway to magnificence, Leon. You 
won't regret it. Take my word.” 

“Heaven? Magnificence? Don’t mislead me, Mr. Baudelaire. You’re 
the one who wrote Artificial Paradise, that anti-substance abuse book.” 

“Please, please, call me Chuck. I wrote that book strictly for the 
money. I was in hock up to my ears. I was building my legend, so I had to live 
up to the image that I was creating. I had to be seen wearing the finest clothes, 
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having the best paintings and antiques. My creditors were hounding me day 
and night. Then Ihad a brainstorm. Having been around the publishing 
industry for a number of years, I knew that the naive mass market reading 
public loves those gushy I was damned-now-I’m-redeemed human interest 
stories. Those are the books that rake in the dough. All a writer has to do is 
fabricate and exaggerate a little and advertise the book as non-fiction. So, trust 
me, Leon. I’m not misleading you at all. Heaven forbid. You see, Leon, there 
are absolutely no side effects from the use of narcotics and alcohol in the 
ethereal plane that we are inhabiting right now. Believe you me, the ethereal 
plane has its rewards.” 

Tempusfugit eyes the round dark nugget in his hand and then looks 
at Baudelaire. “Are you absolutely certain, Chuck, that I won’t relapse and 
descend into the lowest pit in hell?” 

A smile, which is more of a smirk, marks Baudelaire’s face. “Yes, you 
can trust me. You'll be in fine form when you reenter your earthly plane. Go 
ahead. Drink up. Enjoy.” 

Tempusfugit briefly ponders Baudelaire’s entreaty. “Well, all right. 
But only because you’re the one and only Charles Baudelaire, my all-time 
favorite poet. Here goes.” He pops the “bon-bon” into his mouth. Baudelaire 
offers him the silver flask. Tempusfugit drinks some absinthe. Baudelaire looks 
pleased. He pats Tempusfugit on the shoulder and says, ‘Well done, old boy.” 

Tempusfugit hands the silver flask back to Baudelaire, who takes 
another swig and then puts it back in the pocket of his black frock coat with 
black velvet collar. He and Tempusfugit gaze blankly at each other. But shortly 
their blank faces turn into smiles as they glide around the space capsule like 
swimmers in mid-air. Baudelaire says, “You know, Leon, on my way here, I 
felt it could be possible for human beings to exist outside the concepts of time 
and space.” 

“You mean, the same as vegetables or minerals,” inquires 
Tempusfugit with his newly restored clear-as-a-bell voice. 

“No, more like sexual chemicals. No, I say that in jest. What I mean is 
conscious human beings with an ever present awareness, except for one thing — 
they have no concept of death. Yes, that’s right. A world inhabited by humans 
who have no idea that they will die someday. It would turn the human race 
into a completely different kind of animal. Don’t you think so?” 

“That's a revolutionary idea, I must say. But how could that be 
accomplished? What would we do with all the history books and all the 
cemeteries, burn them all into oblivion?” 

“That's a splendid idea. Raze everything to the ground and start 
anew. Our top technologists will be given the task of finding ways to 
brainwash - no, I meant to say reengineer - all currently living humans into 
believing they’re immortal, without them, of course, knowing the difference 
between immortality and mortality. Instead of dying, people will simply just 
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disappear one day. Of course, not all will disappear in one day, but you get my 
drift. And voila, Earth will become the paradise it was meant to be before 
Adam and Eve came along and screwed it up for all the rest of us with that 
original sin idiocy that damned the human race for ever and ever. Amen.” 

“Well, that’s all easier said than done, Chuck. But how will the 
offspring and other family members, plus friends and co-workers react when 
they discover that the vanished ones have disappeared without a trace?” 

“There’s a simple solution to that, Leon. The offspring, and etcetera, 
etcetera, will be given a cup of lethe to drink and they will all spontaneously 
forget that the departed ever existed. Any wrinkles in my plan will get ironed 
out over time.” 

“Those are all brilliant ideas, Chuck. But what about the concept of 
space? How will humanity exist outside the concept of space? That seems 
impossible.” 

“There’s a simple solution to that as well. By combining artificial 
intelligence, plus virtual and augmented reality, our top technologists will 
reengineer the world’s population with the ability to be anywhere, real or 
imagined, along with the option of being anyone, dead or alive, travelling back 
and forth between the past, present, and pending future. For instance, a person 
may choose to be a current president or dictator of a nation, while virtually 
visiting Singapore, one moment, Buenos Aires the next, and so on. Just imagine 
all the infinite choices. But, Leon, I didn’t come here to get philosophical. I have 
better things to do. I must be going.” 

“No! No! You - you can’t just leave me like this. Please stay for a 
while.” 

“No, I wish that I could, but I can’t. You'll be fine. I promised Jeanne I 
would meet her in Pig Alley. We’re going out dancing. You know, I’m the best 
male can-can dancer in all of Paris. All the queens and trollops love me. And 
Jeanne always has laudanum on her. We’ll dance the night away. I will feel like 
I’m twenty-one again, and my whole life is ahead of me. Well, thanks for the 
memories, Leon. I had a good time. Goodbye and give my best regards to 
Cesare.” 

Baudelaire magically sprouts white angel wings. He drifts, with a 
blissful smile on his face, to a side wall of the space capsule. 

“Please, Chuck, please, don’t go. Don’t leave me like this,” begs 
Tempusfugit. 

“So sorry, old chap. Time flies and so must I.” 

Flapping his white angel wings, Baudelaire disappears seamlessly 
through the space capsule. 

A short while later, a disconsolate Tempusfugit, hearing police sirens 
in the distance, flies off in his space capsule, which someone other than himself 
had the foresight to set on auto-pilot. 

At 1200 hours on August 21st, without advance warning, Leon 
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Tempusfugit’s space capsule whirrs and spins madly, distorting into a 500 
foot-long silver-gray limousine that is being rocked by a whirlwind infused 
with, give or take, a million larvae voicing darkwave hymns. Unfazed by 
whirlwind and chanting larvae, Tempusfugit, settled in the backseat of the 
limo, ponders the mysterious nature of life, a mystery that is as old as water. 

And when that water finally dries out, Max Schwenk (Leon 
Tempusfugit’s birth name), finds himself on a cloudy day standing on the 
corner of Hollywood and Vine, waiting for a traffic light to change. Wearing a 
long, vintage, unbuttoned black overcoat, a white shirt accented with black 
waistcoat but no tie, sporting gray trousers and black shoes, and on his head a 
black top hat, he is what he really is, just another out-of-work actor heading to 
an audition with the dire hope that he will be cast in a role. In Max Schwenk’s 
case, the role is that of Doctor Caligari, a carnival hypnotist cum director of a 
mental asylum (or vice-versa), in the remake of The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari, a role 
that Schwenk, deep down in his wayward heart, knows he was born to play. 

Bizarre things can happen in someone’s mind while standing on a 
street corner waiting for a traffic light to change. All that waiting could induce 
anybody to drift off into a weird daydream, as the case has been with Max 
Schwenk. When that traffic light on Hollywood and Vine finally changes from 
red to green, Schwenk comes to his senses. He cautiously steps off the sidewalk 
and starts crossing the street, repeating to himself in a low tone, “I must 
become Caligari... I must become Caligari...” Halfway across the intersection, 
Schwenk alters his affirmation. In a foreboding, louder voice, he declares, “I 
am Caligari...lam Caligari...Cesare, listen to me. It is I, your master, Doctor 
Caligari. Cesare, when I tell you to awaken, you will open your eyes. And 
when I order you to do something, you will feel utterly compelled to do exactly 
what I tell you to do, including murder. After all, Cesare, I am your master, 
Doctor Caligari. I can make you do anything.” Schwenk laughs like a loon as 
he moves on. 
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Nicholas J.A. 


from Aufhebung 


Dyadic relations. 

Repetitive. 

Yours is a jargon. 

Yours is a logic I share. 

A flood legitimized by impiety engulfs the whole complex between us. 
I make whiskey sours with Black Velvet and margarita mix. 

Ancient narratives. 

Eucharist I take without baptism, actually an act of revenge against you. 
Texts I used to roll up. 

Causation: the futile equilibrium. 

A double agent: Yakuza. 

Floodtide transforms our surface, inner-surface until this suicide. 
Preventative war. 

Impartialität. 


I cannot deny the fact that there are no sides here. 


Nothing as the possibility of being.* 
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Passive witness. 

Nothing as the beginning of this beginning’s end. 
Forced document. 

De facto alienation. 


De facto retrieval. 


Nothing as my nudity. 
Hours turning in bas-relief.** 
Tuned to a synthesis. 


* “The darkness of an interior/ In which something might still happen...”. Donald Justice, 
“Elsewheres”. 
** Horologion of Andronikos Kyrrhestes, Athens. 


Enumerations of sky. 
Vague temperatures elicit vague estuaries. 


The body of work becomes a soft-gray falling through the space between half- 
darknesses. 


Celestial encounter. 

In front of the mirror I see behind me. I see the mirror seeing me. 
Innumerable reflections: angels. 

Pool. 

A physical accident: wetness above and below. 


The underground elucidates itself in virtue of falling matter. 
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False dichotomy. 


One land catching it like a predication, dependent on context, much like the 
ablative. 


For whom is it falling? 


Dissonances. 

Above, bulbs of red flesh on the rungs. 
Falling crumbs and bird shit. 

God’s flesh.* 

Bison off the shelf of the escarpment. 
Worlding. 

Skinned and salted. 

The taste of rock. The taste of rocks.** 
Attention is the greatest form of prayer. 
Guiding light.*** 


Slow-motion falling to the counterpoint.**** 


* “And the mixt multitude that was among them fell a lusting; and the children of Israel 
also wept again, and said, Who shall give us flesh to eat?” Numbers 11:4, King James 
Version. 

** “And when the desire to suck took hold of me again, I drew again on the right pocket 
of my greatcoat, certain of not taking the same stone as the last time.” Samuel 

Beckett, Molloy. 

*** “And the Lord went before them by day in a pillar of a cloud, to lead them the way; 
and by night in a pillar fire, to give them light.” Exodus 13:21, King James Version. 

*e* “Madrigal”, Op. 35, Gabriel Fauré. 
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Black cerulean 1999 


the Cross is present 
in its absence 


cut into 
the lacquered iron 


scrolls of the underside 
suggest hidden light 


rough cast 
embryonic rivets 


soon the day 
and all else will clear 


Ghost dance 


in the lodges 
of the Hunkpapa 
the Oglala and Minneconjou 


buffalo fat thrown on the fire 
in a good year 
flared as high as the smoke vent 


so the fine cow skin 
glowed on the outside 
like a tall conical lantern 


emitting last glimpses 
of a dying world 
over the empty prairie night 


as do our small 
truncated grimaces 
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Tony Beyer 


travelling out through space 


interrupted signs 
that the word has been lost 
between mouth and ear 


the drunken captain 
and his vessel are foundering 
lights on/ full steam ahead 


Winging it 


Algiers 
the Hollywood remake 
of Julien Duvivier’s Pepe le Moko 


replaced rugged Jean Gabin 
with sleek Charles Boyer 


and wheeled in (any foreign 
accent would do) the not so frosty 


Austrian Hedy Lamarr 
who married six men 


between 1933 and 1963 
and incidentally invented 


a radio guidance system for torpedoes 
later adapted to early drone flight control 


but meanwhile back in the Casbah 
long before it was rocked by the Clash 


Charles B as Pépé winced his distaste 
at being surrounded 


by so many uncouth gangster types 
and might have preferred 
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the company and conversation 
of the suave gendarmes ostensibly on his tail 


still the film then as now 
became a reasonable success 


played mostly for laughs 
though the dark truth 


of the inescapable self 
is its undertone 


a different proposition altogether 
Pontecorvo’s 1966 Battle of Algiers 


was a truly terrifying movie to watch 
if someone left their bag 


as people used to back then 
on the seat next to you during an interval 


Centenarian 


alone on the ice he hears 
the celestial telephone ringing 
but doesn’t answer 


a blue vent between falls 
reminds him 
of his last woman 


under him the beating earth 
liquid in format 
teems with creatures 


he knows he’s been dead for years 


but those are the ones 
that don’t count 
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now the brown mammals at rest 
in the distance ahead 
are his foster children 


the crisp prints of predators 
around his sleeping place at dawn 
his only scripture 


call me up he says 
to the reluctant heavens 
or equally down into the depths 


each luminous breath 
each snow-booted step after step 
an anomaly 


no one else belongs in this 
or else he has forgotten 
his characters his journey 


the pulped unreadable log book 
tucked into his armpit 
scribbled over with star signs 


the rocks he wrote on 
appealing for succour 
lie far behind him 


likewise his language 
other than the mute cry 
like a sea-dweller’s he offers the cold 


its inscrutable reply 
enjoining patience 
promises the nothing he already knows 


white silence 


pure and remorseless yet unremarkable 
given the blunt trail his travel has blazed 
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in the mother’s chamber 
they are gathered for the feast 


they stab it with their steely knives 
but they just can’t kill the beast 


others approached much closer 
to the mark 


females better equipped 
to tolerate adversity 


or simply to identify it 
accurately when it arrived 


unfussed and undemonstrative 
though not always unheard 


words interspersed between 
parturitions and as welcome 


the living voice 
once spoken unalterable 


except by an editor’s quibble 
or a discovered later draft 


but it’s the length of time 
utterance lasts we rejoice 


corralled out of a given day 
to become eternal 


still yet still moving glide 
of dust in light 
light on dust 


time when we move out 
of time is a comfort 


when descendants 
not necessarily of our blood 
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will tend the spark 
coax the flame 


draw water for every 
function of existence 


all those durable nomadic 
metaphors we love 


culminating in our innocent hope 
the river will still be there 


somewhere on the shelf 

between Nostromo 

and Eyeless in Gaza 

the book is a summation 
compact but satisfactory 


the attendant biography 

offers facts but no flavour 

out of a lifetime of acquaintances 
each of whom 

requires a footnote 


the problem always 

that one life stands out 
as if others didn’t matter 
and the ending’s always 
more or less the same 


there are articles and reviews 
to agree or disagree with 

and the jury of private opinion 
so elusive and exact 

though usually hung 


better by far (as the 


jingle goes) to stand apart 
from hyperbole and illusion 
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facing the one in the mirror 
unappeased/unopposed 


only thus the full story 
infant to incontinent 
visions rendered 
commonplace by repetition 
among the general run 


what must be let go 

is any sense of privilege 

of purpose that cuts above the ruck 
who need you only in so far 

as you need or speak them 


whatever honours can be 
given can be taken away 
medals and prizes 
appointments and regalia 
paper wreaths 


the order of white 
silence again 

first class with knobs on 
where all sound ceases 
all sensation numbs 


no one here and now 

or then and there 

can lighten the load or lift the lid 
on what is to follow 

great darkness or great light 
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J. D. Nelson 
basting aphids in my grape apron 


chin-up 
skim milk 


a mirror or mittens 


this is the brain we’ve made 
this switch controls the whiskers 


lane kinning 
no machine is alive 


the feeling of 


falling 


laughing 
with dollars 
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from meyond 


from me 


Edward Wells 


bearing it didn’t of and accounts everywhere is just then clicked button 


money 
came 
broken 
Us 
want 
found 
lives 
real 
else 
You 
I 
money 
the 
ones 
bones 
Hell 
the 
was 
fridge 


broken 


told 
the 
how 
grew 
grew 


why 
asked 


the 
human 


fridge 
was 


calling 
bodies 
Us 
want 
past 


lives 


You 


again 
ones 
nerves 
world 
hungry 


bodies 

speak 

home 
to 


found 
a 
in 

only 


broken 


said 


empty 


1% paper bill 
little paper 
my the 
speak 
home 
1% 
little paper 
for my 
bodies 
homes 
cities 
pay bill 
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house landed 


I still 
He where 
beef got 
come don’t 
typical silent 
silent tension 
live I 
hammer the 
wil! beef 
‘round come 
in typical 
typical silent 
in live 
has hammer 
You wit! 
still ‘round 
smile in 
in typical 
a in 


smile 
in 
I 
I 
vegan 
time 
still 
where 
got 
don’t 
silent 
tension 
I 
the 
beef 
come 
typical 
silent 
live 


in 
typical 
silent 
why 
went 
again 
smile 
in 
I 
I 
vegan 
time 
still 
where 
got 
don’t 
silent 
tension 
I 
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typical 
silent 
tension 
I 
I 
and 
in 
typical 
silent 
why 
went 
again 
smile 
in 
I 
I 
vegan 
time 
still 


silent 
tension 
I 
still 
smile 
time 
typical 
silent 
tension 
I 
I 
and 
in 
typical 
silent 
why 
went 
again 
smile 


tension 
I 
still 
smile 
in 
typical 
immemorial 
tension 
I 
still 
smile 
time 
typical 
silent 
tension 
I 
I 
and 
time 


I 
still 
smile 
in 
typical 
silent 
tension 
I 
still 
smile 
in 
typical 
immemorial 
tension 
I 
still 
smile 
time 


typical 


Four Poems 


obsessed w/ rhode island 

remembering a past life 
the mathematician 

a rose moving through embodiment 
sits on a tea plantation 


and metaphor 


sdc 101 


autumn sky 
the hydrangea 
holds on 


into a begging bowl the 
cameras grey eye 


no 
stopping the crab apples 
falling 


through custard light 
the last orchid 
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Michael O'Brien 


anxiety 

turning me 
the car’s engine 

reborn 
becoming a clock 


as a fox 


My feet diseased vegetables locked in the carbon monoxide bull whip of an 
Albionic night. Aoife and I went to try and buy cigarettes from the all night 
garage. Glass crushed. Bits of table here and there. A television finds itself. Late 
night potato salad crucifixion. 

through the emptiness 


of a smashed bottle 
yesterday 
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(all you can tweet) 


you might call it 

a mechanism but 
sitting on a milk crate 
under the espresso 
machine it's the pipes 
you're supposed to 
admire the desire 
to figure the world 
recedes though 
you spent ages 
learning to love 
french art like 
eighteenth century 
painting then 
you watched 

derek jarman again 
derek loved a bolt 
of satin mostly 
deep purple 

or crimson 

deep purple 

heavy metal 

king crimson 
progressive 

rock bands 

in derek's time 

pet shop boys 

in derek's heart 
queer pagan punk 
it's a sin on video 
you can do 

two hundred 

& eighty 
characters 

& don't even 

need a phone 

life's more fun 
when you 

don't know 

what the hell 
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Pam Brown 


you're doing 

is everyone 

still clubbing 
lining up frisky 
& furtive 

in the lesbian bar 
bad lovers 

good fucks 
under the fading 
inkjet sign 

blu tacked 

to the old 
parlour window 
SPRAY TAN 
NAKED TAN 
TECHNO TAN 
also 

all so butch 
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